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Motto. — *'For we know thai we have passed from death unto life, } 

because we love the Brethren; but he who hateth a Brother, abideth in \ 

death; therefore, let us learn to love one another, not in word, neither 

in tongue, s but in deed and in truth; and if we walk in the Light, then , 

are we Free, and have fellowship one with another.** — St. John. 
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TO H. M. THE QUEEN, AND PEOPLE OF DEESIDE. 

Alas ! for our hopes and our high aspirations, 
Tho' fair be life's morning, and cloudless its sky. 

Ere the shadows of evening have crept o'er the nations, 

' Where are they, if Death with his dagger be nigh ? 

Where are they ? — ay, where ? ever blighted and thwarted, 
Like those of our friend, whose demise we deplore — 

The leal and the loyal, the gallant departed. 
The fond and the faithful — ^John Brown — nevermore ! 

Ho ! bonneted pipers, crape-kilted and plaided, 

Weird-like and wild, let his coronach be — 
The " Flower of the Forest " in its beauty has faded. 

The pride of the Sovereign, and glory of Dee. 
How grand his career from the day of his grooming. 

Till the ebb-tide of life swept the gem from our shore ; 
Tho* high in position, still the most unassuming, 

The honoured and trusted — John Brown — nevermore ! 
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Like a monarch himself, he has stood in the presence 

Of Kings and of Queens, unabashed and unnerved, 
And humbly, but proudly, made courtly obeisance. 

Servile to none, save the Sovereign he served. 
' High-souled and large-hearted, with mind independent, 

No wonder the Queen, whom the people adore. 
Should grieve o*er the fate of her faithful attendant — 

The crown of the household — John Brown — nevermore ! 

No more we shall see him the roebuck pursuing, 

Nor drink from the well of the Glassalt again. 
Nor list to the wild dove's delectable cooing. 

Nor gladden with sunshine the Royal domain ; — 
No more will his bugle be heard in the forest. 

Where oft with the Prince he had wandered of yore ; 
And hushed is the merry laugh, cheerfully chorused. 

By all who surrounded — ^John Brown^nevermore ! 

Ho ! clansmen of Dee, raise the stones of his cairn, ' 

On the " cloud-cleaving " cliffs of his loved Lochnagar ; 
Up ! Ballater, Crathie, Glengirnock, and Gaim, 

Ho ! Royal Balmoral, and snow-bedded Braemar ! 
In the tomb of his ancestors, chief'^like reposes 

Your hero — a clansman of Dee to the core. ' 
Fair maidens of Crathie, with myrtles and roses. 

Strew ye the tomb of— John Brown-^nevermore ! 
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Wake ! warbler of green Clachantum by the water, 

Sweetly and softly his requiem sing, 
In the glow of the gloaming, and eke when the daughter 

Of ruby-faced Morning shall golden thy wing. 
Ye bards of Strathdee, on the hills, in the valleys. 

Now that his term of existence is o'er, ' 

Be Byrons and Bumses, Scotts and Macaulays, 

When chanting the dirge of— John Brown — nevermore ! 

Admired by our youth, and beloved by our sages. 

Peerless in form 'mongst the kilts and the plaids. 
His name will illumine the annals of ages, 

When myriads of mortals have passed to the shades. 
Perchance, there was not in the broad British Islands 

A subject more loyal than him we deplore — 
Protector and guide to the Queen of the Highlands, 

Integrity's essence — John Brown — nevermore ! 
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TO LADY CAROLINE GORDON LENNOX. 

Shed softly, Aurora, your rich yellow lustre 

O'er Glenfiddich's young beauty asleep in her plaid ; 
Light leapt the heart in the bosom that nurst her, 

Then winning as child, now angelic as maid. 
Sweetly she slumbers, inhaling the ether, 

As pure as herself, where the rivulet purls ; 
Barefooted, Madonna-like, stretched on the heather, 
While dewdrops bespangle her auburn curls. 
Beautiful maiden. 
With pearly drops laden. 
Of what thou are dreaming is a mystery to me ; 

The loan hours beguiling. 
Unconscious thou'rt smiling ; — 
Oh ! that this wanderer could slumber like thee. 

When Venus was borne on a shell from the ocean, 
All peerless in beauty — but only ideal ; 

But here in Glenfiddich, and in heartfelt devotion, 
I look and I worship a Venus that's real . 
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Hush ! moorcock and merlin, alone in her beauty, 
Let her slumber and bask in the orient beams ; 
No harm shall approach her while " Collie" does duty, 
So wakeful, so watchful of her while she dreams. 

Wake her not, " Collie," 

From a slumber so holy ; 
Bright may her dreams of the Boy-God be ; 

Though alone on the heather 

I can see through the ether. 
Shepherdess, angels descending to thee. 
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'TwAS solemn night, the hour when Poets woo 

The coy daughters of Parnassus Mount — 

A pleasant task, while under inspiration. 

Enjoying thoughts sublime when earth-worms sleep, 

And reprobates indulge in wild pursuits — 

Weaving rich webs of beautiful ideas, 

Till perfected in flowery words and sentences 

So delicate in tint and texture, that 

The shallow minds of common mortals marvel. 

Twas night — resplendant night — the fair May moon, 

Broad as Norval shield, blaz'd in the zenith ; 

The Pleiades, as she passed their milky realm. 

Saluted her with dignity becoming 

The sisters of so bright a constellation. 

While Love's sweet goddess, like a maid of honour. 

Attended in her wake, and shone the brighter 

On seeing herself reflected in the lustre 

Of queenly Luna's sunlight hemisphere. 

*Twas night, the noon of night, balmy, and tranquil — 
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A universal calm pervaded nature, 

Broke only by the note-discordant lullaby 

By distant waters murmur'd, gurgling seaward, 

Blent with the breeze, which sigh'd amid the foliage 

Of oak and elm, o'ershadowing tombs ancestral 

Twas night !— delicious night — Earth's vernal bosom, 

From sea to mount, in countless dew-drops glitter'd, 

Which seemed to one with keen imagination 

An £1 Dorado lunar-lighted landscape 

Of purest pearls, transcendantly magnifique — 

A scene so holy, so intense enchanting, 

Which poets only can appreciate rightly, 

Gave fruitful birth to abstruse lucubrations, 

Which others might deem strange, if not presumptive. 

As I lay pillowed, rapt in meditation, 
Scanning the glories of the purple canopy, 
A strong desire took firm possession of 
My mental powers, that I might ascertain 
The nature of Man's exit from the world — 
His spirit's passage thro' !* the shadowy vale " 
To that futurity of which men preach 
By virtue of some Hebrew, Greek, and Latin, 
Who, notwithstanding all their grand theology, 
LeavQ us as doubtful and as dark as ever. 
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And thus I pra/d, or fancied that I pray'd, 
That my imprisoned soul of half-a-century 
Might be permitted to go hence, by severing 
The tie which bound it to my grosser nature, 
And longing for that peace which passeth knowledge. 
How beautiful 'twould be, in such a night. 
To pass from this sublinary existence ; — 
The soul, then free, td soar until it found 
Its equilibrium in infinite space. 
While musing thus, a chilliness crept o'er me — 
A pleasant faint ensued — the heart grew pulseless — 
The vital crimson fluid ceased to flow — 
The will had lost its power o'er nerve and muscle ; 
Speech failed, and matter, in a state of rest. 
Lay paralyzed and motionless — a corpse. 
The silvery face of Earth became opaque — 
Stars disappeared in Luna's full eclipse, 
, And total darkness, dense as Erebus, 
Was, in due course, the ultimate result. 
The length of time, hereafter, which elapsed 
Ere memory rallied, I have no conception ; 
But this I know : I felt my soul transferred 
•From its late tenement into another, 
In form and size the same, but all ethereal ; 
Or something of a nature which could never 
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Experience undergoing decomposition— 

Like those comprised of fibre, bone, and muscle. 

A gleam of dark-grey light now penetrated 

The optics of my new embodiment, 

A dusky red, and then a bright vermilion, 

Whose lustre indescribable pervaded 

Infinite and immeasureable space. 

When I had fully realised the beauty 

Of this inmiense and marveljous amphitheatre — 

As sphere surmounted sphere in circular terraces. 

Which brought to my remembrance words long uttered- 

Yea, " in my Father's house are many mansions " — 

The first sensation that I felt was one 

Of thrilling and inestimable joy. 

And that felicity of spirit promised 

To those who have emerged from tribulation. 

With a desire to weep, and bless great Destiny 

That I had passed the dark and shadowy vale 

Without experiencing a pain or dread ; 

And, in my joy of soul, I cried aloud, 

" Is this, indeed, the long*d-for Spirit- Land ?" 

** Yes," lowly, softly, sweetly, harp-like whispered 

A voice which oft had charmed my earthly ear ; — 

Tw4s \\m of Isabel, who 8too4 before me, 
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Nigh to a crystal fount of living .water, 

In spiritualistic purity and beauty, 

All smiles as heretofore, but now more radiant 

Than even the morning or the evening cirri — 

A diadem of jewels superb in colour ; — 

Her bright s^nd broad ethereal brow encircled 
The flowing robe in which she was enveloped — 
In whiteness would have vied with Morven drift. 
Her left hand held a tiny golden harp, 
On which I saw inscribed, " Holy to God ; *' 
Her right, a bouquet of the richest flowers 
(For Spirit-Land enjoys perpetual bloom), 
And which she dropt before my feet, and said — 
" Yes ! Father, 'tis indeed the Spirit- Land — 
That goal of happiness and ceaseless rest 
Which waits the just, according as 'tis written. 
The pure in heart, in thought, in word, and deed — 
For nothing that defiles can enter here — 
Which, thro' the kindness of the two archangels. 
Thou, for a little space, hast been permitted 
To view the countless glories that surround thee. 
And,, for a little, bask in Light Eternal, 
And, afterwards, thou must return to Earth 
To battle with the world and its temptions; — 
For Know, oh ! Sire, the time is not yet come 
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When thou shalt be the glorified possessor 

Of one of our exalted spirit spheres ; — 

To-day, if I might so express myself 

(For Spirit- Land enjoys perpetual day), 

We hold a high and holy jubilee, 

In honour of a kindred sister spirit, 

Whose birthday friends on earth are celebrating ; 

Whose prayers and alms — deeds in the body done — 

Have risen like incense to the Throne of Grace, 

Who comes anon, when Time's no more, to be 

Our queen of spirits in the Spirit- Land." 

And then, methought, billions of beings ethereal, 

All diadem'd and robed, and harped alike, 

Appear'd before me in their dazzling purity ; 

Then burst the peerless melody of Zion, 

And strings vibrated, till remotest heaven 

Triumphant echoed, song and harp, ear-ravishing ; 

And this the song those glorious spirits sang : — 



Song of the Spirits. 

With harp and voice and one accord, 
Let us rejoice before the Lord, 
Till echoes ring that name adored 
Beyond Heaven's amber rim, 
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Who weaned us from Earth's trials and tears, 
To bask through never-ending years 
In His eternal God-lit spheres — 
All glory be to Him ! — 

Hallelujah ! Hallelujah ! Amen. 

To-day we hold high jubilee, 

In pure and perfect peace, that we 

May honour one, not yet soul-free, 

But comes our Queen anon, 
When Death the barrier shall remove, 
Whom we, thrice worthy of our love, 
Shall joyous hail to realms above 

Jehovah's and our own — 

Hallelujah ! Hallelujah ! Amen. 

This is on earth her natal day — 

The sunny, scented sixth of May, 

And friends will meet, and loved ones pray. 

Long life to her be given I 
While we rejoice in patience here 
Until that soul, to all so dear. 
Shall soar to claim its native sphere 

In our effulgent heaven — 

fiallelujah | Hallelujah ! Amen^ 
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Then, Spirit fingers, strike the chords, 
Let music swell to holy words — , 
Earth-tried, redeemed, we are the Lord's — 

Our Father and our King, 
To whom be glory, honour, power, 
Who brought us to His spirit-bower. 
That we, through never-dying hour. 

Our gratitude may sing — 

Hallelujah ! Hallelujah ! Amen. 

Then praise Him, in our holiest lay. 
Our King, who shall through endless day. 
The universal sceptre sway 

In majesty most grand : 
From sin and death, and sorrow passed, 
From fears which oft our souls harassed. 
We've reached the happy goal at last — 

Our glorious Spirit- Land — 

Hallelujah ! Hallelujah ! Amen. 

Again a total darkness shrouded all — 
Sense for a space in black oblivion slumbered ) 
Then gradually I woke, as wakes the mom, 
With that peculiar sensation which 
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One feels when rising Irom a sea immersion, 
Enrapt with all that I had seen transpire 
In that abode of bliss, but sad to feel 
That I was still a venal thing of Earth. 
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Sweet are the echoes that fall on the ear 

When the world roams thro' dreamland in happy repose, 
When the conscience is pure, and the soul knows no fear, 

Nor the bosom throbs under a burden of woes. 

Sweet are the echoes of voices that blend 
With the echoes of waters where lovers delight ; 

Sweet the echoes of hearts, through the woods as they wend. 
Enhancing the charms of the echoes of night. 

Sweet are the echoes of " merry wee waves " 
That mirror the stars in an unclouded blue ; 

Sweet the echoes of breezes which eddy o'er graves, 
Blending their soughs with the sighs of the yew. 

Sweet are the echoes of musical bands, 

In which even natures seraphic delight ; 
Sweet are the echoes in dear sunny lands. 

When the vespers begin the first echoes of night. 
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Sweet are the echoes of the voice that we love, 

Which act like a spell in our midnight of fear, 
When the soul, though despairing, feels God is above, 

And knows that the form of an angel is near. 
When the Nightingale's piping, delectably soft. 

Is heard in young Luna's enamouring light : 
When the world is at rest, may my soul soar aloft 

To the goal of its God, through the echoes of night 
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M ERCY is due into the greatest sinner; 

Y ou'll find forgiveness sweet, and always winner. 

L ook ever pleasant, even though fortune lower ; 

O blige both friend and foe, if in your power ; 

R emember saint and sinner in your prayers ; 

D espair not, though harassed with wordly cares : 

H ave pity on the poor and the opprest — 

A Ims-giving makes the donor trebly blest— 

Y irtue in' women is a priceless gem : 
£ xercise it, 'tis the path to fame. 

Y e who are servants, as Saint Paul hath said, 

bey your masters—not in fear and dread ; 
U nite in doing good service, man and maid. 

T ale-bearers hate, they are the scum of earth ; 

R efrain from gambling, for it ends in dearth ; 

1 mperialism is of noble birth ; 

E ndeavour always to exalt your mind ; 

P read thou no evil, God is ever kind. 
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G reat men make not good husbands— ain't it funny? 
L ove not thy mistress simply for her money; 
E nvy not thou the wealthy — be content ; 
N or deem thy fellow- worm a greater saint ; 
R etard not progress when it takes the lead ; 

bscenity abhor, in word and deed ; 
T remble not when the wicked falsely swear, 
H eaven knows thou'rt guiltless, and will hear thy prayer ; 
£ temal Pandemonium fire deny ; 
S aviour of men, for man didst Thou not die? 

W ise men and fools are one in Death's dark hour ; 
H umble yourself before a higher power ; 

1 dleness was bom in a putrid den ; 
S weet, oh ! sweet, is pleasure after pain ; 
K indness begets itself, admire and prize it ; 

Y ou'U never rue it should you exercise it. 

Y oke not together what is uncongenial ; 
E ncourage prayer and Parliament's septennial ; 
T rust not a secret with a woman menial. 

My dear Lord Beaconsfield, if thou art fond 
Of our Glen-Rothes Whisky, now in bond. 
Please send me down 2l fifty ^ in a letter ; 
I'll send a cask— you never tasted better ;-- 
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Twill cheer ye onwards towards life's journey's end, 
And, when you are dying, you will call Glen R. a friend. 
Rail down the Wreath as early as you can, 
Twill suit my head— a talented young man ; 

You might make Tracy, my dear Lord, a Bart., » 

For, if you don't, you'll break the creature's heart 

Perhaps you'd like — most people think it best — 

To have me styled Sir Bill Hay Leith La Teste. 
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Welcome again, thou fair effulgent morn 
That gave the world the subject of our lay — 

Queen of our living Poetesses, bom 
Our Queen of Hearts, and eke our Queen of May ; 

Still caroling, like lintie on the thorn. 
Plaintive but sweet, withal more grave than gay — 

Cupid-like, arching her poetic darts. 

Then melting into love our wounded hearts. 

Yes, birthday singing is a pleasant theme. 
And more so if the subject's our relation, 

One whom we look upon as being supreme, 
Especially in mental cultivation. 

This being the case at present, let us steam 
Up Mount Parnassus with our mom's oration. 

And, in the presence of the gracious Nine, 

Warble our birthday ode for auld langtyne. 
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Well, peering backwards through the lapse of years, 
Lo I what a tune of changes Time has played 

Since childhood's happy smiles and short-lived tears ; 
Her teens of love and beauty as a maid — 

The bride — the wife beloved — the hopes and fears 
Which wedded life entails, as it is said, 

Now affluent and seated in seclusion. 

Giving to the world some weekly rich effusion. 

Her advent into life the wild dove coo'd, 
The birds a welcome sang on every spray ; 

Wild flowers innumierable May morn bedewed, 
Their petals burst to odour early day ; 

The busy bee, with pinions honey-glued, 
Triumphant hummed, pursuing its flowery way; 

And angel natures, too, with harp and horn, 

Held jubilee on that auspicious mom. 

Then marvel not that such a one as she 

Was naturally bom a poetess — 
By heaven and earth acknowledged so to be. 

And in our hearts retains so high a place — 
A conquest well deserved, and one which we 

Appreciate tmly, with becoming grace ; — 
To do her justice, this bright sixth of May 
Would t^ke indeed a Tennysonian lay. 
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Well, we congratulate our lady friend 

On this the anniversary of her birth, 
And, being herself Elginian, would extend, 

In admiration of her sterling worth. 
Fond friendship's hand, and wish her, to the end. 

Heaven's choicest gift— all happiness on earth ; 
And, while such sentiments of love we breathe. 
Twine round her peerless brow the laurel wreath. 

Though time upon that brow its lines may trace^ 

The intellect within will still expand ; 
Though age may furrow that divine-formed face. 
We can't ijgnore its beauty, once so grand, 

And locks as dark as Erebus give place 

To wintry grey — she's ours still to command ; 
And I for one will sing her birthday till 
She reach the " Old Hundred," which I hope she will 
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Al^-^** Loudon* s Bonny Woods and Braes,** 

Be glad ! stem winter's fairly ower, 

Thrice stem to mair than me, Maggie ; 
I hear the mavis in the bower, 

The lark aboon the lea, Maggie 
The green-roVd maid on emerald wings, 
New love, new hope, and vigour brings, 
And sweetly smile on angel things— 
On angel things like thee^ Maggie. 

What tho' oor howes and knowes hae been 

Lang hid beneath the drift, Maggie, 
While hyperborean blasts blew keen, 
And mirk the concave lift, Maggie. 
The genial Spring the mair we'll prize, 
Vermilion clouds and bright blue skies. 
And sunbeams dazzling love-lit eyes — 
Heaven's best and choicest gift, Maggie. 
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And soon thy foot on mossy lawn 

Shall brush the brilliant dew, Maggie, 
And blithesome birds at early dawn 

Chant, Handel-like, for you, Maggie. 
The dove, on such a morn as this, 

Will in your ears coo notes of bliss, 
While aromatic breezes kiss 

Thy cheek 0' peachy hue, Maggie. 



When wild flowers bloom by bubbling bum. 
The haunt of humniing bees, Maggie^ 

When rising Cynthia's crescent horn 
Illumes star-mirror'd seas, Maggie, 

Thy heart with pure delight shall beat, 

As daisies bend beneath thy feet, 

Or musing in some quiet retreat 
On glorious scenes like these, Maggie. 

Long hath King Storm the sceptre sway'd. 
And cruel has been his reign, Maggie, 

But now the gay-green mantled maid 
Resumes her rule again, Maggie. 

Then Welcome her with song most choice. 

Which flows from thy Sapphonian voice. 
And make our souls, long sad, rejoice 
In thy seraphic strain, Maggie, 
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For me Pm mair than proud to sing 

This little. song for you, Maggie, 
For thou art gentle like the Spring, 

Sae tender and sae true, Maggie. 
May every maiden bliss be thine. 
In whom the graces hourly shine, 
And friends, true friends, around thee twine — 

True friends, alas ! are few, Maggie. 
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®jj$ Trfttiite^*** 



And in they poured, corps after corps, 
From hill and glen, from town and shore, 
Some forty thousand braves aiid more. 

With rifles, swords, and spears ; 
Marched past their Sovereign Lady Queen, 
In proud array and martial mien. 
Who smiled most graciously, I ween, 

Upon her Volunteers. 

Although the rain in torrents fell, 
And bitter blew the Yankee gale, 
And thunder rolled and roared like hell, 

Begetting doubts and fears ; 
Through mud and mire, in gallant style, 
On went the half-drowned rank and tile ; 
Upon each face a beaming smile, 

As smile such Volunteers, 
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And on they tramped, those loyal men, 

As if they tramped o'er foemen slain ; — , 

Foof ! what care we for wind or rain,** 

Cried Scotland's Grenadiers ; 

" Her .Majesty comes to review 

Her Royal Red and Sea))oard Blue ; 

She kens we are her tried and true — 
Auld Scotland's Volunteers." 

A thousand banners in the breeze 

Waved o'er, from housetops, towers, and trees. 

Gunners and foot, mired to the knees, 

And Royal Engineers ; 

Of all the gallant r^ments there, 

From Wick to Tweed, from Leith to Ayr, 

None for their smartness could compare 
With Elgin's Volunteers. 

Their Colonel his war-horse strode. 
And like an Agamemnon rode, 
Charging as fearless as a god, 

As proud Mazeppa rears. 
^ Come on, my lads, and follow me^ 
Forres, Fochabers, and C and B, 
jl.hanbryd and Rothes— let them see 

We're Elgin's VoluntQ^r^,* 
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On, on, ye braves of Pluscarden, 
Fife's yeomen of the Priory glen ; 
Steady, ye dashing Garmouth men. 

And Lossie's Bombardiers. 
Grantown and DuthiPs kilted, ho ! 
Your gay, green-ribbon'd bagpipes blow, 
And let our gracious Empress know 

We're Elgin's Volunteers. 

"John," asked Her Majesty the Queen, 
" Who's he who must have service seen? 
Who rides with such ^ martial mien — 

Hark! how his whole host cheers;" 
John whispered in the Royal ear — 
" They^ll beat oor Deeside loons, I fear, 
That gallant is the Chief, I hear, 

Of Elgin's Volunteers." 

This day of forty thousand shall 
Be long remembered by us all. 
In lowly cot and courtly haU, 

By peasants, poets, and peers ; 
And Moray loons across the sea 
Will sing this simple song with glee, 
And wish good luck in three times thre^ 

To Elgin's VoliditeerS} 
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Heaven bless all loyal-hearted men 
In Lowland town and Highland glen; 
God save the Queen, and may she reign 

Some other thirty years; 
In north and south, in east and west, 
When duty calls let all embrace't, 
And none so well will stand the test 

As Elgin's Volunteers. 
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V^rttf % iprf^ rf % 3&iw. 



Away with your ditties, death-dull and pathetic, 

They charm not the ear, nor the heartache remove ; 
Erato, thou Empress of all that's poetic, 

Throw o'er me, I pray thee, thy mantle of love ; 
Our theme be young Mary, Elgina's own maiden, 

Who sings like the nightingale perch'd oii the vine, 
Whose breathings with otto of roses are laden — 

Mary, Sweet Mary, the Pride of the Line. 

Our Fochabers damsels look smart at their duties, 

And Forres and Nairn can boast of their belles, 
And rich Clachnacuddin delight in her beauties, 

Outrivaling in fashion the Princess of Wales. 
But where will ye find one so loving and tender ? 

Mary, with violet orbs mirror'd in thine. 
When the silvery sisters peep down in their jplendour 

To smile upon Mary, the Pride of the Line« 
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She's as fair as the fairest of buds — the carnation, 

Charming our ears with her harp and her song — 
In the presence of this little lovely creation, 

Life to the dullest is a holiday long. 
No Morayland Master of Arts ever painted 

A face so Madonna-like — bordering divine — 
, Nor a Goodwillie sculptured a figure so sainted 

As that of Sweet Mary, the Pride of the Line. 

The spring time is coming, with its billions of flowerS| 

The cooing of turtles and lowing of herds — 
Every day more superb, both in sunshine and showers, 

And Quarrywood ring with the singing of birds. 
Beautiful Earth ! melodious blue Heaven ! 

Where is the mortal would dare to repine? 
Matins at morning, and vespers at even, 

Hallow'd by Mary, the Pride of the Line. 

Such purity, poetry, pathos, and pleasure, 

Combin'd in one nature, are rare to be found ; 
Moravia, be proud ye possess such a treasure. 

To flit like a fay o'er your classical ground — 
Sing on, my fair minstrel, thy song ever graphic, 

Woo, and be one of the beautiful Nine, 
While I twine thee a wreath, and in numbers seraphic, 

Proclaim thee Queen Mary, the Pride of the Line. 
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l^rq !l}tm'« Jirt^ijtti* 



Hail, birthday sun! Vermilion smile upon 

His venerable, broad Melancthon head ; 
Our "mighty master,'' second yet to none, 

Since " Old Timotheus" from his spheroid fled; 
Dream not, breathe not^ the music world is dead, 

While grand Herr Noa lives, and toils, and sings ; * 
Mom, noon, and night, by inspiration led. 

And, lo ! what bliss that rapturous music brings. 

Which wafts our souls to heaven on angels' golden wings* 

Oh, Harmony ! infinite in thy power. 
Celestial bom, man's priceless boon below ; 

Sister of Peace, which, in life's darkest hour. 
Can melt us into love and soothe each woe. 

Such is the harmony of him we know. 
Who oft hath stood our leader in the choir; 

And deeper, sweeter, may his music flow. 
And many a year be spared to " tune the lyre," 
And, as great Dryden said, " seraphic joys inspire." 
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Wit jB^aHrfit ©xrnrttJtt^* 



DUTHIL and Grantown ,men, brawny and brave, 
Kilted and plaided, prepare for the grave ; 
In the tomb of his fathers to-morrow we lay 
The Chief of Clan Grant and the Baron Strathspey. 
The good and the noble, of sailor renown, 
The coronet now has resigned for a crown, 
The diadbm promised the just and the true, 
The diadem promised the just and the true, 
Whose brilliants outdazzle the stars in the blue. 

Then gather 1 gather ! Highlanders, gather ! 
Grantown and Duthil braves — models of men ; 

Come son, and comb sire, in your mourning attire, 
From forest and moorland, from mountain and glen. 

Come not with claymore and shield as of yore. 
To the war-note of pibroch and shedding of gore ; 
But come as bereaved ones, deep-laden with grief. 
To honour and reverence the last of your Chief ; — 
Long has he lived the beloved of his clan, 
A just benefactor to woman and man ; 
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From rock-girded CuUen to the sun-gilded West, 
The clansmen of Grant in their Earl were blest. 
Then gather ! gather ! Highlanders, gather ! 

Grantown and Duthil braves — models of men ; 
Come son, and come sire, in your mourning attire, 
From forest and moorland, from mountain and glen. 

Wild is the wail in the Castle to-night. 
The pibroch*s sad numbers the wild deer affright ; 
The stillness of death reigns supreme in the hall. 
Which oft had resounded with wassail and ball ; 
The harp strings are silent — no melody floats 
From lips of rare beauties, thro' delicate throats ; 
His race is well run, and life's conflict is o'er. 
And the Chief of our love is our Chieftain no more. 
Then gather ! gather ! Highlanders, gather ! 

Seafield's proud mountaineers — models of men ; 
Come son, and come sire, in green tartan attire, 

From forest and moorland, from mountain and glen. 

Diana e'en deigns to alight in Benmore, 
As she did, in her love, on Mount Tatmos of yore, 
To inquire why the roebuck so timidly bounds. 
And what could occasion the howling of hounds ; 
And why sounds the pibroch so weird-like and shrill, 
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And why look the clansmen so ghost-like and still ; — 
No wonder^ oh ! Queen, when the Chief of our hearts 
To the Glen of dead Heroes for ever departs. 
Then gather ! gather ! Highlanders, gather ! 

Dulnain and Cromdale — models of men ; ] 

Come son, and come sire, in funeral attire,* 
From moss and from moorland, from mountain and gl^n. 

And warblers ethereal of green-mantled spring 

Will morning and evening his requiem sing ; 

And the wild dove, with pinions bespangled with dew, 

I 

0*er the tomb of our hero so sweetly will coo ; 
And the fairest of hands rich immortelles will strew, 
A tribute of love to the sleeper below ; 
And the Bard in his verses fresh laurels will spread, 
Immortal to bloom o*er the mighty that's dead. 
Then gather ! gather ! Highlanders, gather ! 

Round the bier of the Chief whom to-day we bemoan ; 
Come over the waters, fair mothers and daughters. 
And take your farewell of the Baron that's gone. 

Clansmen of Grant ! leave her not in her grief— 
The Lady bereaved — the beloved of our Chief j 
Extend her your sympathy under the shock. 
And be faithful and firm as Craigellachie's Rock) 
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And pray his young Lordsjiip may walk, like his sire, 
In the footsteps of justice, and strive to acquire 
The goodwill of all, which we know he will do ; 
And to right, not to might, like his father, be true. 
Then gather ! gather ! Highlanders, gather ! 
Kilted and plaided— in bonnet and plume ; 
Come all in your sorrow — come early to-morrow, 
And bear on your shoulders your Lord to his tomb. 
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3P$3i% tji % '' ^fixi ®rippl« Hi^m" 



.(la TESTE'S FAVOURITE DAUGHTER.) 



" OoR bonny baimie's there, Annie, 
She was baith guid an' fair, Annie, 
Theyll nurse her wi' care, Annie, 
r the land o' the leal." 

If ever women bore a thing angelic, > 

'Twas she who rests beside that long dead mother- 

My Cripple Wean — my favourite Isabel — 

Elgina's fairest, rarest, sweetest beauty — 

All piety, love, purity, and truth, 

With whom the graces never ceased to dwell. 

Luxuriant tresses of a rich dark-brown 

Floated from her lofty, intellectual brow, 

With large and brilliant liquid hazel eyes. 

Indicative of soul and soft simplicity, 

That never ceased to smile — those winning smiles 

Which leaves such deep impressions on our souls. 
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No frown e'er darkened that seraphic face; 
And if, perchance, a hWe care had centred 
In that pure bosom, suddenly it fled 
When Tibbie's joyous, ringing, silvery laugh 
Fell on mine ear, like angels* melody, 
When fair, majestic Eve sprang into being, 
Amid the myrtles of our long-lost Eden. 
Like Saragossa's wide world-famed Madonna, 
Was Isabel in symmetry of form ; 
And even the limp made her a thousand times 
More interesting in her child-like walk ; 
But specially upon that day of days. 
Hallowed by Jehovah from eternity. 
How proudly she would lead her poor blind sire 
Into her pew in God's own sanctuary. 
Lo ! what a holy halo seem'd to circuit 
Her erubescent cheek — alas ! too hectic — 
As DUFFUS rose amid the sacred choir 
. To join with them in chanting I AM's praise ; 
And when her venerable pastor stood 
With folded hands in prayer, or when he preached 
Glad tidings of salvation to his flock, 
Her ear was all attention, and she seem'd 
To drink his words of truth with that avidity 
As one would drink from brook or bubbling spring 
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While parching 'neath a sultry noon-day sun. 

She loved her pastor well, and he loved her — 

The pious, generous, noble-hearted Adam ! 

E'en from her cradle to her very grave 

Her destiny, like min^, was hard indeed ; 

But no repining e'er was breathed by us. 

I nurs'd her from her infancy myself. 

And many a weary day and night passed o'er us ; 

But we were happy in each other's love. 

And, as she grew in beauty year by year, 

I worshipped her as mortal would a goddess. 

She ply'd the needle for a money-grubber, 

Who lived most richly o'er her scant subsistence^ 

And like an April bud, too early blown 

And blighted by untimely morning frosts. 

So faded, drooped, and died my Cripple Wean. 

I did not grieve as common mortals grieve, 

For well I knew, had I departed first. 
Her little heart its socket had forsaken. 
And I had, died a miserable wfetch, 
Leaving the dear thing to a cold, cold world. 
But blessed be Thy name, Almighty Father, 
Thou in Thy Providence has taken from me 
My darling Cripple Wean, e'er I had bid 
This transitory scene a last farewell 
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One little boon I crave of Thee, oh, Father 1 
When this my term of years shall have expired : — 
Thou wouldst permit the child to be the first 
To lead me to the footstool of Thy throne 
To worship Thee, a pure and spotless soul, 
Then roam together thro' Thy realms ethereal — 
Those glittering, gorgeous, glorious starry heavens — 
In His society who came from Bozrah, 
With red-dyed garments, mighty in apparel. 
And travelling in the greatness of His strength — 
Even He who spoke in righteousness — mighty to save. 
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Last Tysday mom, I sighed and sang 
The waefu' wauchs o' somebody — 
Hoo hopes were sunk, and hearts were wrung, 
Thro' aches and ills o' somebody ; 
But Chalmers' blackbird, ower the way, 
The Old Lodge sparrows on the spray, 
Hae woke in me a cheerier lay— 
A' for the sake o' somebody. 

Hech! hey! for somebody — 

Hey ! ho ! for somebody ; 

My heart wi' joy, this mom feels coy— 

Sae lassie-like for somebody. 

Tho* Philip says 111 get the j^l, 
Nae fear o* tliat, says somebody ; 
Tho* wicked folk may rage and rail, 
I've aye a fnen' in somebody. 
Erato stroked my beard, and said, 
Pray, Poet, what hast thou to dread? 
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Hast thou not got earth's loveliest maid — 
The honeyed lipso' somebody? 

Hech ! hey ! for somebody — 

Hey ! ho ! for somebody ; 

Th^n why be sad? — be proud, be glad, 

Yer nae forgot by somebody. 

I answerd thus — Erato, dear, 

May seraphs smile on somebody ; 

Your words, sweet girl, my spirits cheer, 

And I'll yet live for somebody. 

May every song your Poet sings, 

Or. wake to love the lyric strings. 

Be borne to heaven on angels' wings — 

A' for the sake o' somebody. 

Hech ! hey ! for somebody — 
Hey ! ho ! for somebody ; 
Even tho' I pine, I feel divine, 
When more than blest wi' somebody. 

Ye stars that gem the vault of heaven. 
Shine splendidly on somebody ! 
Nor let that core with care be riven. 
As it has proved to somebody ; 
And fighting thu5 accursed Fate, 
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As blind as Justice — patient wait, 
And Phoenlx-Hke, perchance, rise yet, 
A Robbie Bums to somebody. 

Hech ! hey ! for somebody — 

Hey ! ho ! for somebody ; 

There's many a slip 'tween cup and lip, 

But still there's wine for somebody. 
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TiS sunset, and Moravia's fertile fiields 

Look beautiful in Nature's green and gold ; 

While SoPs declining rays delight to linger, 

And play, as 'twere, amongst the chiselled tombstones, 

That throw long shadows towards the darkening East ; 

While zephyrs through surrounding shrubberies sough 

Their melancholy requiems o'er the dead. 

The Cemetery 1 What myriads of ideas 

The consecrated spot wakes in the soul 

That finds a pleasure in benign reflection. 

And loves to revel in sublime solemnity ! 

For here alone we learn to know oiir nothingness — 

Man's transitory being, and God's eternity. 

The Cemetery ! — grand leveller of mortality — 
Pompous distinction's last and sure destroyer — 
Here, we become all fellow-worms alike. 
No matter what our rank or creed had been ; 
While suffering pilgrims, passing o'er earth's surface— 
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The autocrat, the plebeian democrat, 

The theologic-leamed and scientific, 

The Christ-like meek, the turbulent in spirit, 

Whose incorrigibility had made 

God's peaceful, vernal earth a pandemonium, 

The poet, mighty in his own conceit. 

Master of thoughts which words fail to express, 

Whose flights of fancy in the noon of night 

Have stretched beyond the verge of heaven itself, 

When ordinary natures slept and dreamed — 

Here, high and low, and rich and poor alike. 

The true and false, the evil and the good. 

Must decompose, and decomposing, rise. 

And rising, blend into originality, 

The sport of whirlwinds through infinite ether. 

The Cemetery !— the homestead of the dead — 

The changeless, cold, but quiet resting place 

Of our departed fathers and compeers. 

Who lived, and moved, and had a being once 

Like us, now wandering through its hallowed precincts. 

Enjoying this autumnal gorgeous sunset 

That brightly bronzes the solitude of graves — 

Some calmly meditating on the ruin 

That Death had made amongst their household gods | 

While others of more vacant intellect, 



46 LA TESTERS POETICAL GEMS. 

Diminutive in faculties reflective, 

Tread o'er the mounds with unbecoming gaiety — 

Who never dream that ere next Sunday's sunset 

The sod may hide them from the world forever. 

The noisy laughter of the fool, *tis said, 

Is like the crackling sound of blazing thorns : 

And wanton mirth, within the graveyard, seem 

The very essence of fool-hardiness. 

The Cemetery ! Before a stone cross-sculptured, 
A widowed lady of majestic mien 
Kneeled, suppliant-like, upon the sward and wept, 
And weeping, sighed aloud, "My poor dead boy!" 
He was the idol of her whole existence — 
Her all-in-all, her last and only treasure, 
Whose talents promised fair, some day, to be 
The staff and comfort of her widowed age ; — 
But destiny, most harsh and irrevocable. 
Blighted the hopes maternal warmly cherished. 
And in the hey-day of his early manhood. 
Relentless Death stepped in, and snatched away 
The only tie which bound her to the world. 

The Cemetery ! Three sides of iron railing 
Enclose a square, in which repose two blossoms. 
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Who had been wafted to the Father's kingdom 
Ere yet they well could lisp that Father's name. 
Upon the marble cross their bosoms bear 
The hand paternal tremulously places 
A couplet of the richest, rarest bouquets 
That our Moravian Edens can produce. 
The lady mother, deep in sombre garb, 
Stands, statue-like, and yet all agitation. 
And looks as if her eyes could penetrate 
The sod which wraps her first and second bom. 
The gathering tear-drops dim her violet eyes. 
As sunny memories of her dear deceased 
Take full possession of her inmost soul ; 
Her sobs are audible, and seem to me 
A breathing of the words of resignation : 
" His will be done ; He took but what He gave." 
The picture's sad, but yet divinely beautifiuL 

The Cemetery ! Another lair, and last, 
Which is, perhaps, the saddest of the three : 
A youthful widower, care-worn and haggard, 
With sunken eye, a prey to mental torture^ 
Absorbed in dark forebodings, past and present. 
Bends o'er a grave, which lately had received 
Within its cold embrace his earthly treasure. 
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His heart ties buried with his fair young wife— 
For where the treasure is the heart must be ! 
Enough 1 great Sol's declension is complete, 
And Cynthia, with her silvery sceptre, now 
Holds sway amongst the si^bjects of the tomb. 
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** Tir nan Btan, 5* nan Gleant s'.nan Gaischich,* 

All folk tat in ta Heelans twal, 
Och ! pe she muckle, pe she small, 
Rejoice she maun, rejoice she shall, 

Her nainsePs Pank pe free ; 
Although ta horse tid kick her sair, 
An' socht she'd never rally mair, 
She^s richt again, pais hide an' hair — 

Hooch I Caletonia, on wi' me. 

Her Invemeish shall flourish yet, 
A Queen amang ta mountains sit, 
Wi' muckle honour, weals, an' wit. 

Hooch ! sree times, sree times sree. 
An' merry rin ta ponny Ness, 
An' Bessie Watt, loed nane ta less. 
An' Waterston, wi' smilin' face, 

Sing — Caletonia, on wi' me. . 
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She never proke — a clorious sing; 
Mactoogal, gie's yer heelan fling— 
She'll hooch till Cladinacoodin ring 

An' a' gang taft wi' glee. 
Pring oot ta pipes, prave kiltet loon, 
An' gar her skirl sroo a ta toon, 
" Macpherson's Rant " ta gallows roon'— 

Hooch ! Caletonia, on wi' me. 

Her sporran fii' o' Nan Glean notes, 
Shell py an' sell her ponny stots — 
She disna care a soosan groats, 

Ta Pank again pe free. 
Pring pen coot Talisker, frae Skye, 
She'll trink her hels till a* pe try, 
An' tis shall pe ta hue an' cry- 
Hooch ! Caletonia, on wi* me. 



Ta wreath refus't py PeaconsGel'— 
An' she's a hardy, stubborn teil— 
She'll gie't tae Waterston, coot chiel. 

Upon her pendit knee. 
An' Ealachin's La Teste will vreet 
A sang triumphant, praw and neat, 
Till Invemeish wi' shoy will greet— 

Hooch! Caletonia, on wi' me. 
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(TO MISS MARY.) 

The May mom dew is falling, gentle Mary, 

And high the lark is caroHing in air, 
To wake thee from thy slumbers, gentle Mary, 

And dreams that haunt the innocent and fair. 
Sweetly coos the wild dove, gentle Mary, 

And the mavis, with its dew-bespangled wing, 
Pipes forth its notes so mellow, gentle Mary, 

Till the woodlands with rich matin music ring. 

See the distant hills of Mannoch, gentle Mary, 

Shine effulgent in the golden glow of dawn. 
With the zephyrs softly sighing, gentle Mary, 

While the lambkins gaily frisk about the lawn ; 
The crimson-tippit daisy, gentle Mary, 

On the bumie's bank will fondly kiss thy foot ; 
All nature bids thee welcome, gentle Mary, 

And why should I, a minstrel, too, be mute? 
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In the lane beyond the Tyock, gentle Mary, 
The wayside flowers diffuse a rare perfume, 

Where the whin is bright in blossom, gentle Mary, 
And the yellow, wavy, scented, tasselled broom. 

Then rouse thee from thy pillow, gentle Mary, 
Tis a morning for the young and pure in heart. 

And ril bathe thy brow with dew-drops, gentle Mary, 
Though no dew can make thee fairer than thou art 



Holy is the morning, gentle Mary, 

To the spirit of the ever-wakeful bard. 
And the echoing of his singing, gentle Mary, 

By the warblers, is his solace and reward. 
Then up and don thy kirtle, gentle Mary, 

Let us wander through ,the dew-bathed grassy waste, 
And thou'U be flower the fairest, gentle Mary, 

With a Beaconsfield primrose upon thy breast. 
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WtH S&t, Wmnni jSlmfar Sttq* 



Tell me, truant sailor boy, 

Where hast thou this night been roaming. 
With face all smiles and full of joy. 

Beaming like an April gloaming? 
I saw thee on the banks of Tay 
Chaperoning Lalla May. 

Sprightly in thy garb of blue, 
With a necktie true-love knotted. 

Naval hat and glistening shoe, 
And thy little finger dotted 

With a signet, I am told, 

Of Australia's richest gold. 

I saw a hand around her waist. 
Fond and lover-like embracing, 

A snowy hand another pressed 

Ruby lips, sweet words expressing, ' 

Dropping nectar, like the dews 

That fall at even on limes and yews. 



54 LA TESTE'S POETICAL GEMS. 

Thou hast lov*!! her long and well, 
And she reciprocates thy loving ; 

And did she hear thy tender tale, 
And thy noble suit approving? 

If she did so, thou art then 

The happiest sailor on the main. 

And did she whisper in your ear 
She would wait thy next returning, 

Faithful to a love sincere, 
Never ending — ever burning. 

Waxing holier — ever new. 

As love, true love, alone can do. 

Be happy, then, oh ! sailor boy. 
Greatly favoured in thy choosing. 

Passing fair, as Nell of Troy, 
Love and hope, and smiles diffusing ; 

She will be thy Polar Star 

In the pathless wastes afar. 

Roam away o'er firth and sea, 
With thy snow-white pennant waving. 

Thy guardian angel she will be 
When the hurricane is raving ; 

Homeward-bound, return in joy 

To Lalla May, brave sailor boy ! 
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Virtue has its own reward 

With its after sweet reflections, 
Prospering still, tho' often marr'd, 

Dreading nought of vile detections ; 
Thou'lt find the same, day after day, 
Bronz'd sailor boy, in Lalla May. . 
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%n II^TOXiqfejn* 



(JOHN TAYLOR, WOODSIDE, ELGIN.) 



'Tis mournful^ work to sing of Death, for ever 
Passing thro' our midst upon his pale horse daily, 
Mowing with his scythe, with rude, relentless hand, 
Elgina's best and noblest, while the wicked 
Live on, and " flourish like a green bay tree." 
The dark-plum'd hearse is passing now which bears 
Within its coflSn-modeird womb the corse 
Of one well known and well belov'd by all — 
The Merchant Magistrate, who stood the brunt 
of civic warfare wellnigh thirty years ; 
His object ever being the cit/s weaL 
His was a life of industry unflagging — 
Perpetual labouring for the lieges' good ; 
His sole ambition being the town's prosperity. 
And all that^appertained thereto, upholding 
The dignity and honour of the Bench. 
Discreet, discriminating, and pellucid 
Iq intellect, he daily dealt, with firmness. 
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Impartial justice to his fellow-men. 

He did not rise to honour and distinction 

By cringing to superiors in office, 

But by his meritorious assiduity, 

Which all admired; and, if a foe he had, 

He was too god-like in himself to shew 

The slightest spirit of vindictiveness. 

The Bailie was, indeed, the friend of all. 

Whose name had long become a household word ; 

The poor man's advocate in time of trouble ; 

The staff of the infirm when age and want, 

" That ill-matched pair," bare down the grave- ward traveller ; 

The young man's best adviser, when temptation 

Coiled like a serpent in the pathway which 

Led to morality and rectitude ; — 

In short, a municipal parent, who 

Exulted in the welfare of his children. 

He was a child of fortune from his birth. 

And knew but little of a chequered life; 

Yet, he could feel for others in their woe, 

And with a liberal hand supplied their wants. 

We mourn his end untimely, in the prime, 

Or little past manhood's meridian glory. 

Twas but the other day we saw him tread 

Our city's streets, robust with rosy health, 
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P-, Complacent smiling, with a child-like soflnfess, 

ri^ Upon the passers-by ;— and, lo! to-night, 

fill The good and generous man we all esteemed 

&' ' , Rests with his sires beneath their Alves sward. 

i'  Woodside may blossom in its vernal beauty 

p. , From spring to spring, and summer on to summer; 

I Warblers may chant their matins and their vespers 

^ Till hill and dale reverberate their melody ; 

p_ LoEsie sweep past the fair domain he own'd 

P, And gurgle autumn lullabies for ages ; 

f And flowers may bloom and. fade, and bloom again; 

' But what avails their variegated hues?— 

rs They cannot please the eye death-sealed for ever, 

', Nor music charm the "dull cold ear" that's dead. 

■' Peace to thine ashes — noble-minded Taylor, 

'■ _ ' Most honoured of our Magisterial few; 

 ) Long will thy memory be rever'd amongst us ! 
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^nffhtttra. 



If thou'rt a dweller in a crowded city, 

Where dingy dens abound — the more's the pity — 

Where dust, and smoke, and stench, and strire hold sway, 

And lounging women gossip night and day; 

If you would wish to breathe a purer air, 

Where buds abound, as fragrant as they're fair. 

And glory in the sky serene and blue, 

Then go to Dufftown— that's the spot for you. 

If thou would'st nature's vernal beauties scan, 

And study God's beneficence to man, 

And commune with thy soul when evening shades 

Darken the foliage of the sylvan glades, 

Calmly reflecting on a misspent past. 

Of joys once yours, and "hopes too bright to last," 

And longing for that peace attained by few, 

Then go to Dv)fftowQ— thaf s the spot for yoq. 
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If thou delight'st in heathy hill and glen, 
Far from the world's turmoil and haunts of men, 
To pensive wander by the bubbling rill, 
Winding its way to feed the busy mill. 
And view young Cynthia in her glory rise, 
Gilding with silver lakes and lawns and skies. 
And count the thousand gems of lesser light 
That stud the azure canopy of night — 
If thou lov'st solitude and evening dew, 
Then go to Dufftown — that's the spot for you. 

If thou hast pleasure in the lowing herds. 
The morn and evening melody of birds— 
That minstrelsy, which never fails to raise 
Our thoughts Creator-ward, and hum His praise ! 
The lark's shrill carol, fluttering far above — 
The linnet's quavering, melting into love — 
The blackbird's whistle, and the mavis' note, 
So sweetly issuing from its tiny throat — 
The harsh corn-craik, and wild-dove's softening coo- 
Then go to Dufftown— 'tis the spot for you. 



If thou art fond of odours after showers, 

The rich diffusion of a thousand flowers — 

Blue bells and briars, sward bent with pearly bejads— 
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The breeze perfiimers of our banks and meads — 
The lily-oak and lily of the vale— 
The moss-rose bud that tells a tender tale — 
The sweet carnation and the scented thyme— 
The .daisy, " crimson -tipped," song sung sublime — 
The wee fbiget-me-not, and violet blue — 
Then go to Dufllown— that's the spot for you. 

If thou'st experienced in thine earlier youth, 
That love's true course but seldom gurgles smooth ; 
Or does thy treasure rest beneath the ^od, 
Struck by the weapon of th' unsparing god, 
Leaving thee life a blank— a cheerless waste — 
And daily wishing thou, too, were at rest — 
In sorrow sunk, with soft remembrance sick — 
Till even a tear glides down thy manly cheek; 
If thou wDuld'st rid thyself of this despair, 
Go breathe fienrinnes' blest and bracing air. 
And be assured, bereaved one, if ye do, 
There's balm in Dufilown, suitable for you. 

If loss in business pursuits cloud thy brow. 
Or creeds disturb thy mind— the fashion now— 
Or (iiture prospects seem a something black- 
When thoughts torment, and dark forebodings rack— 



w^- 
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If thou'rt barassed with some one who is given 

To curbun lecturing— that curse of heaven— 

Irrevelant in every sentence spoke, 

Which lasts for hours, till thy poor heart is broke, 

And for fresh vigour, morning brings instead 

A rufSed temper and disordered head;— 

Avert those evils, and escape the shrew 

By going to Dufftown— that's the haven for you. 

If thou'rt a coxcomb, full of self-conceit, 

Enamoured with thyself from head to feet. 

Thine only paltry pleasure being, alas ! 

To see thyself reflected in the glass 

As empty as a wig hung on a pole, 

A cipher in the world, with half a soul ; 

The laughing-stock of men— the butt for jokes 

At thine expense, from wittier, wiser folks ; 

If thou would'st mend, or hide thyself from veiw, 

Secluded Dufftown's just the place for you. 

If thou hast privileg'd Masonic claims, 
St Paul will introduce you to St James, 
And if a worthy Mason, stanch and true, 
Our Dufftown Brethren will be all to you. 
If thou art tortured with disease of brain. 
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And wishing ardently for health again, 

Feeling passing strange, as maniacs only can, 

As if forsaken both by God and man. 

Groping thro' existence in perpetual gloom, 

Dreading the gallows, or a poor-house doom ; 

Moreover, if to suicide inclined. 

To Dufilown run — and Reid will mend your mind. 

If thou, like Harvey, find a pleasure in 
Tomb-meditating, when the shades begin 
To hover round the solitude of graves, 
And the night cloud its dewy substance laves. 
Considering what thou art, and what are they, 
Whose limey bones mix with our mother clay, 
Whose gaseous elements resume their place. 
Whirl- winding thro' the infinity of space — 
That thou survives the lowly laid, thank heaven, 
If thou hast secret crimes to be forgiven. 
Remorse remov'd, and cured of ulcerous cares. 
Would heaven but hear thy penitential prayers — 
If thou would'st learn the nothingness of lif(^ 
Ambition, avarice, pride, and pomp, and strife. 
The various grades in social life, tho* here 
Tis all alike with peasant and with peer — 
Save where, perchance, a wall and chain surround 
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» aristociatic worldling's mound 

m as equal, and as poor as tie 

ms no stone to mark his pedigree — 

would'st meditate on these, my friend, 

idy well thine own approaching end, 

to Dufiiown's grave-yard, and pursue 

un of thought— 'tis just the spot for you. 

rt a poetaster, trying to rhyme, 
ratching hard for proper words to chime, 
11 to Dufitown — bother not thy head, 
is poetry there, and ready made ; 
he Giant's Chair sit thou at ease, 
ink the Priest's Well dry ; or, if ye please, 
omfort in a bowl of Cowie's best, 
poor scribbler's done before— La Teste. 
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y^nUti &M\n nnix l\^ jSitititQ jSlrti^. 



The sun, like a big round ruby, 

Arises with streaming ray, 
And heaven with rich music is ringing. 

Proclaiming it May — sweet May ! 
'Tis the Sabbath of God, Lady Clutha, 

And thy natal mom again — 
Queen of our sweet poetesses. 

Long and triumphantly reign. 

Sing on in thy glory the beauties 

Of all that is grand and divine. 
Thou model of fair Lady Cathcart, 

Who cut the first turf on the line. 
Oh ! hadst thou been there, Lady Clutha, 

And witness'd so noble a sight. 
Your eyes would have glistened with pleasure. 

Your heart would have throbb'd with delight. 
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jmly the banners were floating, 

The April sun splendidly shone, 
\nd none in the crowd half so happy 

As this little friend of your own. 
rhe Bailies and Council were present, 

Lord Provost his royal robe wore, 
Treemasons and dads in Kilmarnock, 

Bugles and bagpipes galore. 

The fishwives looked grand in their mulches. 

The old men grew youthful again, 
Fhe maidens were gay in their tartan — 

The banquet was Andrew's champagne. 
IJobly she handled the spadie, 

And turned up the turf with a will, 
Then, navvie-like, off with her barrow, 

'Mid plaudits long, lusty, and shrill. 

Vnd hark in your ear, Lady Clutha, 

When her glov'd hand was centred in mine, 
imiling, she bade me remember, 

" I've cut the first turf on the line." 
iing on, then, sing on, Lady Clutha, 

And many a birth morning see, 
Charming the world with thy poetry— 

For no one can charm us like thee. 
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There's a lane beside the Gironde 

Which I remember well, 
Where one, with lips of rubies, 

Soft words of tales could tell ; 
Where bloom'd the vine and myrtle, 

And the long-sung orange tree — 
But the lane beyond the Tyock 

Is the whin-clad lane for me. 

Tho' it boasts no midnight songster 

Like Bijou's nightingale, 
Nor aromatic perfumes 

Borne on the Biscay gale ; — 
'Tis the lane for meditation. 

When the busy world's forgot, 
When the thrush pipes in the gloaming 

To the lintie's measur'd note. 
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The lane beyond the Tyock, 

Where the tassell'd broom and whin 
On either side bloom bonny — 

Sweet spot to woo and win; 
Amidst the richest odours, 

Diifus'd o'er lawn and lea — 
Oh I the lane beyond the Tyock 

Is the lane for Tib and me. 

'Tis the lane for calm reflection, 

With the Cemetery near by, 
Where one may ease the bosom, 

With a fond and pent-up sigh, 
For the lov'd and dear departed 

In the cold and lonely lair — 
The lane beyond the Tyock 

Wakes in me great thoughts and rare. 

Sing on, sing on, sweet mavis. 

Thy mom and evening staves ; 
Fall, dews, like tears of angels, 

Upon our fond ones' graves ; 
Brier, broom, and whin bloom sweetly, 

Our wild, but favourite three. 
In the lane beyond the Tyock, 

The lane most loved by me. 
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W^t Mires. 



^TAis Ciriiimas Poaa ii mat resftctfuUy dtdica, 
M'CUKRACH, the widily and mosl-destniedly isleimid M 
Post-Offict.) 

What say the telegraph wires to-night? 
Messages bringing thro' darkness and light — 
Over land, and thro' tunnels, which mortals af 

As onward they travel by rail ! 
From the north and the south, from the east i 
Under the sea, never ceasing to rest- 
Tidings of love to the hopeful and blest, 

While some have their sorrows to tell. 



Marvellous news bring the telegraph wires. 
From sires to their sons, and from sons to the 
Deaths and disasters, flo^d-falls, and fires — 

And horrors too fearful to paint. 
From city and village, from hut and from hall 
News of a fiineral, a binh, or a ball, 
Revolutions and riots, which stun and appal 

The tnin4 of both sinter 3nd saint. 



W^' 
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Losses of ships on the turbulent seas, 
Wading in battle-field blood to the knees, 
Atrocities dire, and explosions which freeze 

The warmest of blood in our veins. 
Speeches in Parliament, varied in tint, 
Delivered to-night, and to-morrow in print ; 
Murders and marriages, carelessly blent, 

Failures and freedom and chains. 

Wonderful wires are the telegraph wires, 
Invaluable, truly, to sellers and buyers; 
In short, there is nought in the world that transpires 

But soon is recorded by them. 
Thunder and lightning and tempest foretelling, 
While distant some thousands of miles from our dwellii:^ 
Bagging the thle^ when he thinks he is sailing 
, Safely to port with his game. 

Dear are the wires, when a message of peace 

With lightning velocity comes to release 

Our minds from their doubts, and our home-joys increase 

For the sake of out grey-headed sires. 
May tidings of plenty, at home and abroad. 
And brotherly-love, realised on life's road. 
Be more so than ever the popular ode 

Of our musical magical wires. 
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To-morrow is Ghristmas, the advent of Him 
Whose Star Oriental will never wax dim; 
Ever shining to illume Heaven's measurless rim 

To light us aloft to our sires. 
Then let us be happy, yet chaste in our glee, 
As we merrily dance round the mistletoe tree; 
And Christmas love-note come to you and to me 

From dear ones abroad through the wires. 




>_ 
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W^^ litfftttuttt S^tll 



Ladies of Dufftown, Fife- Keith, a^^ Glenrihnes, 

Be ready to welcome his Lordship of Innes 

With your sweetest of smiles, when Fife's Rooftree appears, 

And Balvenie's old halls ring with feminine cheers. 

Be beautiful, ladies, as you're " tender and true," 
In the tartan of Duff, and in tunics of blue, 
And see that ye braid every tress of your hair — 
Benrinnes white heather, both luxuriant and rare. 

Saint Paul, with your Masons, so free and so merry, 
Mkke them honour his Lordship, and pledge him in sherry ; 
And loyal and true, and defending the right. 
Be the happiest lads in the ball-room to-night. 

Be jolly, good farmers, for Mortlach's the stuff 
Will make you re-echo — " Long life to Macduff!" 
And the noble old Earl, like his generous race, 
Who has oft proved your friend in the day of distress, 
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MacdoD^d of Innes — in piping a. star 
From the snow-crested Ben to the " Dark Lochnagar "-^ 
Let your pibroch resound with the liveliest strains 
As ever were piped on Arcadian plains. 

Then " on with the dance," and the lady whose graces 
Attract admiration, and smiles from gay faces. 
Whose sweetness and beauty manly bosoms enthrall, 
Let his Lordship pronounce her "The Belle of the Ball." 

May Dufflown still flourish unannoyed by strife, 
And all who live under the rooftree of Fife ; 
And Balvenle again ring with dance music and mirth, 
When he weds some fair lady of illustrious birth. 



^ 



LA. teste's poetical GEMS. 
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an ^aqt^. 



fSfoH rtsptctfuUy Dedicated to Mrs. L. Grant, Burghiad.J 

The gay, green-mantled Spring, mother, 

Once more on you has dawned, 
And Earth bursts into blcRsom 

As she waves her magic wand ; 
And lea and lawn look lovely 

In mom and evening dews. 
While the wayside flowers blush bonny 

In all their rainbow hues. 

Spring, smiling o'er the Earth, mother, 

Makes glad the souls of men, 
Bursting Jnto^vemal beauty . 

As King Storm must cease to reign ; — 
But here 'tis Spring-time ever. 

With Jehovah as our Head, 
Where the sun knows no declining, 

An4 the flowers l>loom not to fedc 
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Could you hear our golden harps, molhei 

Struck by a myriad band — 
Like Herr Noa's Philharmonic, 

But more holy, pure, and grand; 
And hear our voices ringing 

Through our blue, ethereal bowers, 
You would wish to be with Jessie 

In this spirit-land of ours. 

When you sadly think on me, mother, 

I pray thee, do not weep ; 
I am nigh ihee when thou'rt waking. 

And I watch thee when asleep. 
When you hear a hum peculiar. 

Like the hum of Alves wires, 
'Tis the three rare gems of Moray 

Tuning their seraphic lyres. 

With La Teste's sweet Isabel, mother. 

Bright as a noon-tide May, 
Leaping from star to planet, 

Through the silvery Milky Way j 
And the darling little Mabel, 

With her brilliant diadem, 
We are such a happy trio 

As we bless His holy name ! 
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Should we weary in our flight, mother. 

Round heaven's immeasur'd ring, 
Like three turtle doves we nestle 

Beneath a Christ-lilte wing, — 
Then ensues a heavenly patting, 

And a song that soothes torest, 
Till we wake, all smiles triumphant — 

The most blest amongst the blest 

Then weep no more for me, mother. 

Though precious be the tear: 
An endless rest awaits thee 

In this thy Christ-won sphere. 
When passing through the valley, 

Hosts of angels will be nigh; 
Fear not, faint not, nor tremble — 

'TIS a pleasant thing to die. 
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(king o' the hillock.) 



Cock Robin, why sae dowie is thy sang 
This bright March morn upon oor Palace lum?— 

Hoot, toot, my bird, has onytbing gane wrang? 
Is John M'Manus tastin* draps o' rum ; 

Has Aleck, honest lad, gane wud amang 
His happy pigs ? or has he thrashed his chum, 

Bill Gaut, the learned in horses' flesh an* bleed? — 

Na; something waufs transpired — puir Johnny's deid. 

Oh, dool ! oh, dool ! that I should sing the dirge 
Of him, the good old man we lo'ed sae weel ; 

The Thimble Knight of cotton, claith, and serge, 
Who plied for sixty years the pointed steel — 

The captain of the board, who could enlarge 
On ony topic, and was one could feel 

For others' woes, and, feeling for them, plead ; 

But| lack-a-day ! the veteran knight is deid. 
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John was, without a doot, oor Palace gem, 

Whose ancient face for ever smiled content ; — ^ 

Like me, the good Saint Peter said the same, 



And what he said, we know, richt weel he meant. • 



E'en to the last, a sort of holy flame 

Gleamed from his hazel eye, though weak and faint, 
And, like an autumn sunset on an ocean. 
He passed away — all sainted, all devotion; 

There's many an anecdote I could relate. 
But cannot, for the greet is in my throat ; 

'Twas but to-day we bore our friend in state. 
Cathedral-ward, to his last-destined spot. 

I loved the dear old man : he was my mate 
For several years, which ne'er will be forgot — 

A truly happy twain as ever trod 

Palatial bowers beneath the blue of God. 

" He was a fellow of infinite jest " 

(I've read that line in some Shakesperian play), 
And dearly doated on his loon. La Teste, 

As we held on " the tenor of our way ; " 
His humour, quaint, made all palatials blest. 

And even the dullest of the dull grew gay ; 
Star-gazing was his hobby ; and for Scripture, 
He dwelt on it with real parsonic rapture. 



I 
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John was a sort o* free-an'-easy thinker — 
That is to say, he'd nae particular creed 

No more than I — (a most inveterate drinker, 
But that's a matter very small indeed) ; 

He thought the priest no better than a tinker. 
Being both the work of one Almighty heid ; 

John Gow was all to us — to hale and sick — 

An' Peter's mornin' prayers throughout the week. 

Sing on, Cock Robin, then, a merrier tune. 
Though John will never hear thy lay again ; 

We need not fret, knowing we maun enter soon 
The appointed place for dead and living men ; 

And, by-and-by, beyond baith sun an' moon, 
John an' mysel' may chant some heavenly strain. 

Or sing o' times we spent on earth wi' Peter 

In something, Robin, like angelic metre. 



So may his ashes rest in peace, we sing. 
As every good man's ashes ought to do ; 

Though I had hoped he had survived the spring. 
When flowers wad be in bloom, an' skies be blue : 

The mavis, thrush, and lark upon the wing, 
For John loved nature — beautiful and true — 

But Johnny's aflf to roam through realms of grace, 

An' Peter's Palace is a— tailor less 1 
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WCH jBag tim l8p^)iq« Botn? 



What say the zephyrs now, Mary Ann? 

What say the zephyrs now ? 
Whirling in eddies from the far, far West, 
O'er the billowy sea, never lingering to rest 

Till they light on some mountain's brow. 



They bear on their wing such a balm, Mary Ann, 

They bear on their wings such a balm, 
That the soul, long lost in despair's dark night, 
Wakes the newness of life, while the heart throbs light 

With a sort of a holy calm. 



They say that thy path's o'er the wave, Bill Bums, 

They say that thy path's o'er the wave, 
To the sea-like lake and the forest wild, 
To sing sweet songs to the Indian child, 
And the red-skbned Chie^ so brave. 
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'Tis beautiful summer time there, Bill Bums, 

'Tis beautiful summer time there, 
And rich is the odour of eglantine, 
The rosebud and briar bush and clustering vine. 

And a legion of flowers most rare. 

And blithe is the song in the dale, Bill Burns, 

And blithe is the song in the dale, 
Of the happy and heroic harvest band, 
" And the voice of the turtle is heard in the land," 

And the notes of the nightingale. 

Bright is the sunshine and shower, Bill Burns, 

Oh! bright is the sunshine and shower, 
And far, far abroad, when the evening shades 
Purple the groves and the orange-clad glades. 
Floats music from every bower. 

If the zephyrs said aught of a maid, Mary Ann, 

If the zephyrs said aughl of a maid, 
With twin-rose lips and a pinky cheek, 
A haiel eye and locks brown and sleek — 
Then tell me what they said. 
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They said she was fair and true, Bill Bums, 

They said she was fair and true; 
A garland of laurel she waved in her hand, ' 
And she said when you come to her glorious land. 

That garland was for you. 
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(ANDREW DUNCAN, GARMOtTTH.) 

Alas ! that I have lived so long to sing 
The elegies of those departed ones 
We almost worshipped in their day of being, 
So precious were their lives to us and ours. 

We sighed in soul, when we reflect upon 
The shrouded infant, beaul:iful in blossoms — 
The youth of tender years, and fair young maiden. 
Their blighted prospects with themselves entombed- 
The provident, devoted wife and mother — 
The hoary-headed, patriarchal Sire — 
The God-like pastor, and the Man of Science, 
Who, in their faith and righteousness, have passed 
From this terrestrial world of Sin and Death 
To Life Eternal in the Spirit- Land, 
The rich inheritance that waits the just — 
Again 'tis mine to pen the elegiac line 
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(Altho' the task's a melancholy one), 
In memory of another veteran chief- 
Good Andrew Duncan— one of Garmouth'sge 
So veil and widely know along the coast 

His was a noble life from first to last— 
A man of sterling principle and worth, 
High-souI'd, large-hearted, and humane to all ; 
Proverbial for his honesty and justice, 
Whose energy and well-developed genius 
Brought him prosperity and well-earned honours 
Especially in that particular sphere 
Of useful life to which he was devoted. 
No wonder, then, the loss of such a man 
Has caused such deep regret amongst the people 
Not only in his own Speyside vicinity. 
Nor by his family, sad in their bereavement, 
But far and near, where'er his name was known, 
By those who could appreciate genuine worth. 

To me he was a liberal friend for years, 

And praised my verse with such a warmth that n 

My bosom bum with lively gratitude ; 

And I had fondly hop'd that he would live 

To see old Garmouth prosper as oF^ore— 
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A second Clyde, in all that appertains 

To vessel-building — Duncan's wood and metal, 

Which Speymouth mariners have priz'd so much ; — 

And I had also hop'd he might survive 

To hear the snorting of the iron horse 

Defiant cross the sweeping, flooded Spey, 

To bring him here, as oft the " Gem " had done. 

Where I was always first to bid him welcome. 

» 

But destiny has wilPd it otherwise, 

And he has " gone the way of all the earth." 

But death dealt gently with our aged friend ; 

The King of Terrors fear'd not him ; for he 

Had made his "calling and election sure"; — 

His faith was broad and deep, and bright his hopes. 

And, praising God, he pass'd away in peace. 




i 
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l^esatB, 1^8 ^buter of ®i^m. 



Lack-A-Daisy! Orton's Flower! 

Some one's pluck'd, and it is gone! 
A bridegroom in a happy hour 

Plann'd the deed— and it was done. 
Hark ye, hoo the woodlands ring, 
Sainl Mary hums a heaven-like spring. 
An' thrush an' linnet lichtsome sing — 

"Jessie's woo'd, an' Jessie's won." 

The wily Southron came and saw, 

Loo'd and kiss'd, and coax'd the maid ! 
Her heart was his, the best o't a*, 
Then to Saint Fergus' alter led 
His bonny orange-blossom'd bride, 
Wha, Juno-like, stood by his side, 
An' whan the life-long knot was tied 
He whispei'd proudly—" We are wei," 
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Fill the wine-cup to the brim, 

We must pledge our Orton Flower, 
And long life and love to him 

Who transports her to his bower. 
A fairer bride there cudna be — 
A nobler youth ye cudna see — 
Selfish in nothing, save that he 

Possesses now a priceless dower. 

Let the music rend the air, 

And the merry reel go round, 
We'll be happy tho' the pair 

Be ower the Spey and southward bound. 

Wretched is the heart indeed. 

That cannot for another's bleed ; 

The good frae anguish wad be freed 
The sooner it were underground. 



^ 
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JS&Inns^'s |)qittg !|;mtt. 



A LIVING death is my lot below 1 

What pangs poor mortals must undergo ! 

What days of despairing and nights of woe. 

As we journey on to the yawning tomb ! 
Oh ! Thou who art the Disposer of Fate, 
List to my prayer, ere it be too late ; 
The sins of the dying. Oh I God, fot^et, 

And leave me not to a dreaded doom. 

Sombre indeed is the valley of death. 

But Oh! how cheering is faith — sweet faith ! 

And the words so consoling, as the volume saith, 

" Blest are the dead who depart in the Lord." 
Let the soul of thy servant depart now in peace. 
Soaring through clouds of vennilioned fleece, 
To sing heaven's song that will never cease, 

Blest be Thou, and forever adored ! 
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But why do I wander? my hope is in Thee — 
Thou God of all mercy, and Head of the Three, 
I feel my Redeemer is nigh unto me, 

As kneeling the hem of His garment I kiss. 
Methinks I can see with the eye of the soul 
The hand of the seraph unrolling the scroll, 
And in gold type I read — "Thou art nearing the goal. 

Thy sins are forgiven thee" — Oh 1 what bliss 1 

Lo, what a coronet ! ruby and beryl. 

Emerald and sapphire, onyx and pearl ; 

What a trinket seems that of an earth-worm earl, 

Compared with the diadem soon to be mine. 
Weep not, sw^et wife, when thy husband is gone, 
Thou'lt see me in spirit at the foot of the Throne ; 
Be faithful to God, and thou'lt follow anon. 

Where the glory that waits me shall also be thine. 

Farewell, thou green earth, for life's battle is o'er, 
Thy fields and thy flowers I'll behold nevermore ; 
Placid I pass to the mystical shore. 

Wearied and worn, and long, long tried. 
Angel of Death ! Oh haste ! Oh haste I 
And bear me away to the home of the blest ; 
My spirit is longing to enter its rest — 

The angel came, and the good man died | 
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THE BLACK BURN AND UlLTONDUFF. 



( This Nrta- Year Oit ii mail rafiet/Hlly Didiealtd to Wu. Stuari 
b/ Miltonduff and Atdrmighty.) 

What is the reason that the Black Burn water 
Produces whisky of the finest quality, 
Unrivalled in the North in taste and flavour, 
And, like the nectar of the gods, as pure? 
Give ear. Oh ! reader, while I now explain, 
In my original and happy way. 
The reason why this merry mounts stream 
Stands first in Morayland for whisky-making :— 

Ages ago, when pious Abbots swayed 
Ecclesiastic sceptres in the Glen, 
Where stand the ruins of their holy pile, 
Venerable in ivy and m?j(iStic elms, 
Through which the Black Bum wends its »^ toLossii 
Singingtbedamtf'lullab^jtsai^ tf old^^ - ■-,.  -i 1' 
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When pious monks, of many centuries past, 

Its waters drank, and brewed from it their ale ;— 

Ay, ale so fine, that sparkled like champagne, 

Mossy and sweet, like morning's new-skimmed cream. 

Which made the hearts of all rejoice, and filled 

The Abbey with unutterable bliss. 

Increasing their devotions to a pitch, 

Till Heldon's Hill rang with their hallelujahs ; 

And, more especially at Christmas tide, . 

Or when the infant year came cradled in. 

Wrapt in a mantle of the purest snow. 

When every dweller of the Glen partook 

Of Priory cakes, and ale brewed from the Burn ; — 

Ay, ale indeed ! so strong, so rich, so mellow, 

That sealed the lips and warmed the inner man. 

Which bade defiance to blasts of Boreas. 

Five centuries since, upon a New- Year Day, 
The hoary Abbot knelt upon a stone 
Which lay upon the Black Bum's snow- wreathed banks. 
And, stretching forth his hands to Heaven, invoked 
A blessing on its ale-productive water, 
Which/gvesut Heaveq, in its goodness, heard and granted. > 
And so, as yQftFsafDUed'i]n^"tiU ^rt discovered:., v 1/ > :.•■'"■: 
The process of i»'odu€tngyfrQm^tbe/a^ev.<ii.( . no ,. .- :.. .: ' 
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That first of liquids, christened— Aqua Vitae, 

The Black Burn water, blest by Prior and Palmer, 

Bedame the centre of illicit brewing. 

From beath-cUd Dallas down to Pittendreicb ; 

And so renowned became the Black Burn whisky. 

It found, throughout the length and breadth ot Moray, 

The readiest market, and the highest price. 

In '14, when Government suppressed 
Illicit distillation in the North, 
Then up rose MiltondufT, and was tht JSnt 
' To legally distil from Black Bum water 
{Blest centuries before by Prior and Monk)— 
Whose patron is the noble Earl of Fife. 
And, be it known to you, my gentle reader, 
The very stone on which the Abbot kneeled 
And blessed the Black Burn water, ages since, 
Is prominently seen at MiltonduflT, 
Built in the wall adjacent to the Bam. 
Then, let us drink success to royal Stuart, 
And more especially to Simon, brewer. 
Who, by his ingenuity, produces 
That which makes glad the hearts of poor humanity. 
The old year's on the wane, then let us drown 
Otir sins, our sorrows, and our ^imosities 



LA teste's poetical GEMS. 

In Mihonduff— the spint of the age, 

And, cherishing Faith, Hope, Love and Charity, 

Be better Christians in the year drawing nigh. 

Noble Elginians, if you have not tasted 
The genuine Miltonduff for '8i, 
Then call upon King Edgar at his Arms, 
Good John Munro, Gibson, and Brother Fisher, 
And dont forget — " John Anderson, my Jo "— 
Where you can be supplied with real Black Bum. 
And now, my friends, with MiltondufT before me, ' 
Under the shadow of the Eagle's wings, 
I, from the depths of my poetic soul. 
Wish you a happy, glorious '8i. 
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H^i nn' yMn\ 



(miss MAGGIE SPENCE.) 

D'ye ken whaur the Spey, in its summer-like glee, 

Ripples on, as it were, to shak' han's wi' the sea, 

Whaur the Geddies, an' Duncans, an' Spences reside, 

Whaur they big the best craft ever breasted the tide? 

'Tis Garmouth, rich Garmouth, whaur maidens, the fairest, 

There blossom like roses an' lilies the rarest ! — 

All lovely alike, though the flower o' them a' 

Was Maggie, sweet Maggie, noo wed an' awa'. 

A sprightly M.D. o' Clan Geddie cam' north 

Frae an' Albion coonty, far south o' the Forth, 

Wi' a ring, an' a kiss, though some folk ca'd it ten. 

Made the beauty 6' Garmouth for ever his ain. 

Then roun' went the wine-cup, 'mid music an' mirth. 

An' the pealing o' bells, floatin' far ower the Firth, 

An' the wavin' o' banners, top-mast high on the clippers, 

'Mid hearty huzzas, an' the throwin' o' slippers; 

An' mony ane bless'd them again and again, 
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For Maggie, the bride, they adot'd as their ain ; 
An', tae croon the afCalz, Maister Florence an' I, 
In drinkin' them joy, drank the Station Bar dryt 
Gin yer wantin' a wife, wi' the " Gem " birl doon. 
An' choose for yersel' — there are lots i' the toon 
Baith bonnie an' good, though tha flowei o* them a' 
Was Maggie, sweet Maggie, noo wed an' awa'. 
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I 

I 



3H|i^'« 3br«i Mg. 



Bury me in the morning, 

When the lark is high in air ; 
Bury me in the morning, 

When the earth is green and fair ; 
When the trees with dewdrops glitter, 

And the wild dove coos so sweet ; 
Bury me in the morning. 

When the lambkins frisk and bleat. 

Bury me in the morning, 

When starlights disappear, 
/ When the Daughter of Dawn is gilding 

The rich red orient sphere. 
Bury me in the morning 

Was the song our darling sung. 
Ere she passed from our homestead to glory. 

So loving and so young. 
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Bury me in the morning 

Was ever her constant lay, 
Awaiting, with calm resignation, 

The close of her life's young day. 
Bury me in the morning — 

Mother, another fond kiss. 
For soon on the wings of an angel 

111 soar to Che regions of bliss. 

Bury me in the morning — 

Father and mother, adieu !— 
Farewell, brothers and sisters, 

Angels will watch over you. 
Bury me in the morning 

Were the last dear words she said; 
And the soul of our beautiful Lizzie 

To the Throne of het Saviour fled. 



/* 
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Osq X»S,M j8tn»t. 



We read of reformation in the kirks, 

And prosper too, and necessary also. 

To suit the age, and tastes of men and women, 

Now changing for the better, thro' the means 

Of education on a broader basis — 

Growing more enlightened— more refined in mann 

And, in their social intercourse, more moral — 

More philanthropic— more and more agreeable 

One with another— courteous in the extreme. 

And we are glad to hear ofincreas'd chalders 

To worthy, leam'd, and most deserving men. 

Which shows their state of health to be robust, 

And able for their com, like well-wrought horses. 

We hear of reformation in the Slates, 

Monarchial and Republican— 'tis well ; 

Of Congress meetings to establish peace, 

And Mars consume in effigy at Berlin, 

In presence of assembled peers and princes— 
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For, iunt it shocking, wicked, and appalijig, 
To men of loyal hearts and loyal minds, 
To learn that some divine-anointed beads 
Have fallen so low as to become the taints 
For sparrow-hail — not honourable bullets? 
We hear of reformation 'mongst the poets 
(Tho' that's a lie, as well thou know'st, ma cushla), 
Who are a " venal gang " o'er all the world, 
Being so conceited in themselves that they 
Look down on other men as mere earthworms. 
But that is not the subject, sirs, on which 
It was my fixed intention to expatiate — 
No; in the meantime, we will stick to home. 

The reformations in oui ancient city. 
Going back as Tar's the " Common Cutter " date 
(The days of "Sanny Paul" and "Snuffy Douglas," 
The dreaded " Scottie," and his dire "Black Hole"), 
Are most surprising to the middle-ag'd. 
And to the ancients marvellous indeed— 
The changes which of late have taken place, 
And still going on in thoroughrare the first. 
Amongst our shops most worthy of our notice 
Will be James Falconer's new and splendid block. 
For Elgin's High Street will in time become 
A London Regent Street in miniature. 
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Or e'en— «n petit Rue Rivoli de Paris— 
M^oilicent in every shop attraction 
Which restless science and art can manufacti 
Th« "Muckle Kirk," our gorgeous Notre Dai 
Or, at the least, a Marie Magdalene ; 
Our Fountain represents the Place Concorde 
The Gordon Arms, Le Grand Hotel de Maur 
The Duke on Ladyhill, the First Napoleon, 
With arms akimbo, proudly heavenward peer 
And' Gray's Infirmary, on Lossie looking, 
L'Hospital des Invalides upon the Seine; 
And hundreds more of architectural beauties 
Which I have seen, but don't remember now, 
Some people fancy where the temple stands 
Is, more or less, an eyesore, and destroys ' 
The beauty of Elgina's ancient High Street. 
Not so, my friends; the site, being in the cea 
Of an ecliptic, 'tis the very spot 
On which a noble pile like it should stand. 
When Sandy Boyne, our excellent old friend, 
Thinks proper to demolish his present shop 
And build another, rearwards several yards, 
The only ugly nook and general eyesore 
In this terrestrial ecliptic, would, 
To all men's satisfaction, be removed 
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Few citisi of a similar population 
And magnitude can boast of bdng possessed 
Of half so many splendid banks, which shows 
A prosperous and a healthy state of commerce 
Of churches, institutes, schools, and academies 
Hotels and restaurants, and first-dass shops, 
As does the city of St Giles, her patron- 
Ancient Helgwjm, the capital of Moray. 

Of all our grand High Street improvements, 
The shop in Batchen's comer is the first — 
Step in and see its furnishings elaborate, 
Such as you have seen, perhaps, in Regent Stri 
And there choose for yourselves the 6nest vint; 
The fairest fruits, and everything that's good; 
And, ladies, recollect that its proprietor 
Is still a bachelor — you understand. 
If you're inclined for balf-an-hour to gaze 
Upon the rich and beautiful in art, 
Step o'er the way to Councillor Mackay's, 
And to your heart's contentment therein revel 
'Mongst gold and silver, pearls, and precious si 
A little further on, call in and see 
Singer's new Sewing Machine Emporium, whi( 
Is all that could be desired to those who love 
Industrial music near their own firesides. 
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Vm getting lengthy; Tib is looking daggers ; 

So, for the present, we will close by singing — 

" Hurrah for Elgin !*' and success attend 

Its worthy merchants, and its magistracy. 

Long live the Provost — there is nought like leather ! 

And sovereign Heaven shower down upon the poor 

Sovereigns and crowns — for such are sovereign blessings. 
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^aitttiit of Jfta^r i^t Jftoq^ Jtt 



The Norlan' blast ower Moray's Firth 
Soughs eerie ower the leas, Jamie ; 

And anaw-wreath'd is the frozen yirth. 
An' bare the birken trees, Jamie. 

Nae woodland minstrel chirps a note, 

Save Robin on the turf-roofd cot ; 

An' dismal dark the cloods that float 
Ower mountains, meads, an' seas, Jami< 

My soul is sad, my heart is sair, 

To think ye're gaun awa, Jamie; 
For I may never see ye mair, 

A prince amang them a,' Jamie. 
A Lumian lass ye vrinna lack, 
For your bewitchin' e'e, sae black. 
Wad win a princess in a crack, 
Sae bonny an' sac braw, Jami& 
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Whan ither lips mair rich than mine, 
Fog fain thine own wad pree, Jamie, 

An' blue eyes mirrored deep in thine. 
Like stars upon the sea, Jamie : 

Should other hearts mair fondly beat, 

An' dimpling smiles thy coming greet ; 

When all seems gay, an' grand, an' sweet, 
Wilt thou remember me, Jamie? 

Whan memory wafts thee back in dreams. 

An' halos roond thee throw, Jamie — 
The howes an' knowes, the woods an' streams, 

Of sunny long ago, Jamie — 

Couldst thou forget that e'enin' when 

Bright stars illum'd the tassell'd lane, 

Whaur thrice I vow'd to be your ain. 

In whispers soft an' low, Jamie? 

Forget that Eden twilight?— nay ! 

True, true thou'lt ever be, Jamie ; 
An' weel ye ken, an' weel ye may. 

Broad is my faith in thee, Jamie. 
Tho' I in solitude may weep, 
My hopes are bright, my love as deep ; 
Then smile on whom ye will, but keep 

Yer noble heart for me, Jamie. 
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Shall Moray Bard hae power to sing 
Love-blighted? lack-a-day, Jamie! 

Shall Moray Maiden wake the string 
To sighs and tears) — nay, nay, Jamie, 

One farewell kiss— go, and rejoice 

Wi' Moray Loons, select an' choice; 

Where'er thou art, lift up thy voice 
For Morayland and May, Jamie; 
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f tt Itufttttmiit. 



(JOHN LAING.) 

Sudden and sad came the message — 
The message of death from above, 

And numerous the spirits that waited 
To welcome the friend of our love. 

Not in the darkness of midnight, 

Tortured and torn with pain ; 
Not in a volley of thunder, 

Not in a tempest of rain : 

It came when the sun in his glory 
Illumin'd the earth and the sea, 

When the zenith was brilliant in azure, 
And birds warbled songs on the tree. 

Like a meteor he passed from amongst us. 
In the bloom of his beauty and youth — 

A fair and a promising genius, 
A model of goodness ^nd truth, 



LA TESTE'S POETICAL GEMS. 

Sudden and sad came the tidings, 

Which rosiest faces made pale, 
Filling the homestead with sorrow, 

And the village that loved him so well. 

Throbs there a heart in a bosom, 
Amongst the fair maids in Lhanbryd, 

Who hailed him with smiles in the gloaming. 
And nestled, dove-like, by his side ? 

Oh, ill-fated maiden ! for ever 
The idol thou worshipped is gone— 

Clay-cold the heart now and pulseless, 
That oft had been pressed to thine own. 

Ye may strew the green sward with imraortell 
And weep o'er his ashes for years — 

He'll heed not the "buds in their beauty, 
Nor feel the hot gush of thy tears. 

Brief was his span of existence. 
But bright and benign to the close; 

And long will his memory be cherished 
In his parish and place of repose, 
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!gsr I^Hina^'s JttGbr. 



"Trust not in princes, nor men's sods";- 
Trust not in pankers, tern pig guns, 
Wha fule awa' her gowd py tons, 

Till she pe sairly shockit 
Och hon! her nainsel's ponny notes, 
Wi' a' ter smilin' peauty-spots, 
Tay winna pring hersel' twa groats — 

Ta Glaiska Pank pe prockit 

Och! mony a sinner's grumlin' sair 
Pout gear she'll never han'le mair ; 
She toots tat mony a coach an' pair 

Maun in ta yard pe lockit 
Tay wish hersel' a proke to mak'. 
Sin noo she's left wisoot a plack; 
Fai's no, says she, her houch she'll shak, 

Aldto* Glaiska Pank pe prockit. 
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Auld Ealachin pe in a stew 
Apoot ta muckle cash tat's tue : 
Put fat cares she, 'tween me an' you, 

Ters somesin in her pockit 
For Heelanmans can stole an' lee, 
Tay say, wisoot impunitee ; 
Gin tat pe truss, ten iat cares she, 

Altho' Glaiska Pank pe prockJL 

La Teste, puir proot, has lost, tay say, 
Some twa sree soosan— lack-a-tay ! 
An' noo her nainsel's yawfu' wae. 

An' her new peard she'll stroke it 
Put fat cares Heelanmans for tat, 
Fai's, greetin' winna mak' her (at j — 
She'll tak' her usquebaugh, she'll wat, 

Altho' Glaiska Pank pe prockit. 
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Hath no one yet caroled a welcome? 

Will no one the warble prolong? 
Caledonia! why art thou silent? — 

Thou, who art peerless in song. 
From the dear sunny south comes a stranger, 

A lady of beauty and rank, ' 
With the form and the face of an angel, 

The heart and the soul of a Frank. 
Widowed and childless art thou. 

Life hath few pleasures for thee — 
Welcome, Imperial one, now. 

To the birks and the banks of the Dee : 

To the land of the mountain and valley, 
Where winter's wild elements war ; 

The land where the muse-born Byron 
Sang cloud-cleaving "Dark Lochnagar";-* 
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The land of bright broom and brown heather, 

Where the roebucks their rambles pursue, 
The land of La Teste, where the people 

Are loyal and tender and true. 
Though the diadem's wrenched from thy brow, 

By a nation that longed to be free, 
Thrice welcome, Oh, Empress ; art thou 

To the birks and the banks of the Dee. 

Long, long hath thou wept 'neath the cypress, 

Fevered and frantic with woe, 
And nobly, Oh, Queen ! thou hast stru^led 

Through the depths of thy dark overthrow. 
'Mid the grand that surrounds Abergeldie, 

Where health and sweet solitude reign, 
We pray that thy sorrows may vanish, 

Though the wounds they have caused may rem 
Husband and son in the tomb — 

Hearts tender are bleeding for thee ; 
Welcome to bramble and broom. 

The birks and the banks of the Dee. 

I have stood by the side of Napoleon, 

Ere destiny chose him as thine, 
When millions their President worshipped, 
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As something nought less than divine. 
Were it not for regalia and parple, 

Which haunted and led him astray, 
The nation, which then hailed him kero^ 

Might hail him a victor to-day. 
Gone the regalia, and gone 

The sceptre from thine and from thee ; 
Welcome, then, wearied and lone, , 

To the birks and the banks of the Dee. 

A Queen for thy Royal companion, 

A Queen whom the masses adore. 
With Nature's wild beauties around thee. 

Perchance thou wilt smile as of yore. 
Go, drink from the well of the Glassault, 

Sweep lightly through blue bell and fern ; 
Wouldst thou worship the God of thy fathers? 

Then hie thee to gorgeous Glengaim. 
Be glad, not reserved, but resigned : 

There is hope for us all and for thee ; 
Many genuine friends thou Mrilt find 

On the beautiful banks of the Dee. 
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Qati Ut^rxB ^^h Srii)^«q«. 



Great Architect of myriad worlds, that roll 

Through constellations vast, inspire my soul, 

That I may solemn chant the elegiac line 

Of our dead three, though now not ours, but Thine- 

Gone from the world's turmoil to find a place 

With Thee, Grand Master of Infinite Space, 

And revel in that true Masonic light 

That knows no gloaming shade— no noon of night. 

Ah ! Brother Finlay, with majestic mind. 

The favoured ot the Brethren, now consigned, 

With all due honour, by that Brotherhood, 

To that repose which waits the just and good; — 

And thou wert good — for many years bypast 

Our fond and faithful Chaplain to the last. 

Son as a passing zephyr passed away 

Thy spirit from its te;]ement of clay, 

When June was young, and warblers caroled high :— 
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Oh! was it not a glorious time to die? 
Kilmolymock will miss thy presence now, 
Thy glowing visage and expansive brow ; 
Nor will I e'er forget that night, when there 
I knelt before thee in the hour of prayer. 
Peace to thy soul — thine end was peace, I ween — 
The peace belonging to the Free and Green. 



What shall I say of Thee, good Brother San. ? 

Thou wert a Mason truly, and a man. 

Though of Herculean build, thou wert as mild 

In tone and temper as a little child : 

A frown was never seen upon thy face, 

But ever genial, never in distress. 

Fond of a joke, and in repartee droll. 

Thou wert a sort of idol with the whole, 

Thy craftsmen's pride, who gloried in thy name — 

San. Robertson was all and all to them. 

None like thyself could wield so well a tool — 

Plummet and level, compass, square, and rule — 

Shaping into beauty with thy master-hand 

Rude blocks of stone, admired through Morayland. 

Ah ! many a noble mansion didst thou rear. 

Pillar and porch, and spire, and arch, while iere. 

But now thy day of masonry is gone, 
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And thou hast won a mansion of thine own, 
Built by (let all with awe that Name rehearse) 
The Grand Freemason of the Universe. 

Ob ! Archie, Archie, in the bloom of youth, 
The essence of all goodness, love, and truth ;— 
Alas I that I must sing thou too hast gone 
To mix with Masons in that Lodge unknown. 
Though'thou wert not of us, Kilmolymoclc, 
Yet in thine own thou wert indeed a Rock, 
And Rothes Brethren long will mourn thy loss— 
I leave thine elegy to Brother Ross. 
My task is finished — sad indeed to me — 
Peace to the spirits of our dear dead three. 
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W^t Minit^mnn^ 



The statesman came north to unburden his brain, 
And war with the mighty Buccleuch in his den, , 
Whose words went like spears to the heart of his foe, 
That were numerous as stars ocean-mirrored below. 

Like the leaves of the forest, when the hurricanes rave. 
The people flocked round him, like wave upon wave ; 
To see and to hear, to be charmed and admire. 
And bask in his sheen of unquenchable Are. 

He stopp'd, 'tis recorded, the sun with his breath. 
And the moon in the vale of the Shadow of Death ; 
For his eloquence thrilled through remotest abodes, 
Which astonished and ravished the ears of the gods. 

When you hear it called "Turbulent Bombast," deny it, 
Twenty-five yards of rhetoric ! — critics, be quiet ; 
Such an incident never was known to be sung — 
A book in a week from an orator's tongue/ 
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His seat as P.M. of Britannia is sure — 
Oh ! blessed millennium to rich and to poor — 
With summer petpetual, and plenty and peace, 
And misery and slavery for ever shall cease. 

Then A%hans and Zulus may hammer their ore 

Into ploughshares and sickles, nor study war more. 
But ponder, like priestcraft, o'er Bible and bead, 
Nor tremble at bayonet, bombshell, nor lead. 

Woe, woe to the tribe of proud Benjamin then .' 
When Word- Warrior William commences his reign; 
Like Sennacherib's Army, their days must be few, 
When the Gentile ascends to the throne of the Jew. 
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Come from the glack, the glade, and glen, 
Come from the mountain, moor, and plain, 
Ye stalwart Banffshire growers of grain, 

The golden " Staff of Life f . 
Come, Duf!lown, now, so grand and gay. 
Show Moray men the handsome way 
Ye welcome back to Keith to-day 

Your chief, the Earl of Fife ! 



Banff men were never known, as yet, 
To shrink from duty, nor forget 
The honour due the Coronet 

Of that exalted name : i 

They loved the line of Jameses gone — 
Their tenants' interests were their own, 
And he who takes the chair,, anon ; 

Will still uphold the same. 
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A Highland welcome waits him here, 
Banff's much -esteemed and Liberal Peer, 
Whom ladies love, and men revere, 

And bards essay to sing ; — 
Come, BanfTshire beauties, great and small. 
And shout a welcome, one and all, 
Till Longmore's flower- wreathed bannered 

With your shrill plaudits ring! 

Hail! chief of BanfTs prolific soil, 
Whose pleasant word and genial smile 
Cheer every honest son of toil 

Who plods from day to day; 
Long may he live, the guiding star 
Of Moray, Banff, and bleak Braemar, 
And, when he roams through lands afar, 

God speed him on his way. 

Then, gather Keith- ward, sires, in haste. 
From north and south, from east and west, 
And bring your wives and daughters chaste 

To bid our hero hail ! 
Come down from where the Livet leaps, 
Come up from where deep Deveron sweeps 
Where murmuring Isia seaward creeps, 

Through many a corn-clad dell. 
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To-day our Central Banffshire Show 
Will prove a grand success, we know, 
And honest hearts with pride will glow 

When our young Lord appears. 
God bless the land and speed the plough, 
And send us weather, such as now. 
For which in gratitude we bow, 

So bright ^in smiles and tears. 
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This is a subject, sirs, which suits me finely, 
And youll expect the lines to clink divinely— 
And so they shall, since I've become at last, 
A thorough Templar of the premier casU. 
Permissive Bill-promoters, sing! rejoice! 
And dap your hands, and make a mighty noise 
"The Bard has now forsaken reason's robber, 
God help the publicans since he's grown sober 
The pin is in — no more nocturnal batter — 
He's signed his name for Ettles' Soda Water!" 
Good faith ! and that's a fact— I've seen my sir 
No wander at it — 'tis as big's the Bin ; 
But by and by, to many a man's surprise, 
Twill be demolished to,a[mole-hillIsize ; 
For I have sworn this shattered frame to mend 
By drinking Ettles' Soda to the end. 
The ladies will not have to say, and wink— 
"Ain't William's nasal point a splendid pink?" 
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But ere a month they'll whisper words like the 
" Lo t what's become of La's strawberry nose ( 
D'ye think 'tis true, which is a wondrous matti 
He's drinking nought but Ettles' Soda Water? 
Ves, that's a certainty, fair damsels ; and 
Now, Yimous as it is throughout the land, 
I would advise all people, like myself 
To keep a. dozen always on the shelf. 
Ye who would wish to keep your stocnachs rig 
Drink " Ettles' " every morning — every night- 
And, when succumbing to oppressive heat. 
You'll find a bottle at high noon a treat — 
So wonderful, refreshing on the whole, 
The body cooling — elevating soul — 
Making complexions fair, and bright, and sle< 
As mine will testify within a week. 
All ye who wish to keep your frames in healtl 
(For health, my friends, is worth a mine of wt 
Be wise, oh ! father, mother, son, and daughtt 
And stick to Ettles' splendid Soda Water; 
And if ye do, ye'll never rue— that's clear, 
Dispensing with your toddy, wine, and beer. 
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Descendants of Rurik, and warriors of Russ, 
In splendid achievemant, lo! who are like us? 
Our prowess in battle has astounded the Powers ; 
We've won, and the land of the Moslem is outs. 

The"voice of their Prophet will henceforth be mute, 
The Crescent of Islam is trod under foot ; 
And the Koran for ever is sunk in the sea ; 
And Che Greek from the yoke of Mahomet is free. 



And Britain, oh, warriors! shall tremble and know 
We shall not be bound everlasting in snow : 
There's a land in the East where the sun never sets 
When there, bid adieu to your furs and your skates. 

Her bmed " wooden walls," what to her are they n< 
When our ironclads thunder Brittania must bow ;— 
Like the Empires of old, she has lived out her day- 
Now rich and comipt] she must sink an4 dcca^. 
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Our armies, victorious, no Power can withstand. 
While our Allies are legion in Jonathan's Land ; 
Every sea shall be swept, north and south of the Line, 
When the fleets of the North and the New World combine. 



Let Beaconsfield bring his black slaves from the East, 

Our Eagles and Bears on their carrion will feast : — 
Then cheer, warriors, cheer, for our monarch the Czar- 
Alexander the Great, and the peerless in war. 



2; 
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H^s fmui SBkoSi$t bx %«t |)p^ ®p&. 



^•^ 



Fair was the face of my darling 
As he lay with his lip on my breast, 

That throbbed with seraphic emotion 
As I hushed my babe-beauty to rest. 

Sweet is the Cross to the Christian ; 
To the wild dove the dawning of mom ; 

But sweeter by far to the mother 
The lip of her angel-firstborn. 

Bright were my dreams of the future— 

But blighted for ever to-day, 
For the flower I had nourished so fondly — 

Frost-nipped — sank a flower to decay. 
Why need we hope when 'tis fruitless, 

Or fret with His wisdom and power, 
When we know that the blessings we prize most 

Are only but lent for an hour? 



M 
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Few were the days of my darling ; 

Not skill nor affection could save ; 
He came like the flash of a sunbeam, 

Then passed with a smile to the grave. 
Hushed is the sound of the cradle 

I rocked with infinite delight, 
And all that was beauty and sunshine 

Has changed to the darkness of night 

« 

Like Rachel, I weep for my darling, 

Who is not, and never can be. 
My beautiful, tender firstborn — 

The wealth of an empire to me. 
Low in the dust they have laid him — 

The pride and first pledge of my love. 
And sweet is the anthem they're singing 

To welcome my darling above. 



Sealed are his blue eyes for ever 

That oft brought a tear to my own — 
Sadness and happiness mingling. 

Hoping, when hope there was none. 
But my soul in the " Promise " rejoices. 

Though my bosom with sorrow be riven, 
So sweet are His words and consoling — 

" Of such is the Kingdom of Heaven." 
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?f^8 ^at 6ttnV ^aat Harti*. 



AwEEL I aweel ! gudeman, ye see, 
Yer last nowte show has nicket me ; 
I teel I'm gaun — an' thaf s nae lee— 

My lug grows deaf, and blin' my e'e — 
111 low nae mait. 

I've dreadit for a lang time past 
That things wad come to this at last ; 
Yon day, 'neath rain an' norlan' blast, 

Has done the biiness ; 
An' noo puir Humlie's yieldin' fast 

To ague an' diz'ness. 

Ye micht hae kent a coo— alack ! 

Like me, a yaird's breadth ower the back, 

Was no animal to tak', 

I weel may say, 
Frae underneath my ain byre thack, 

On sic a day. 
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I tell ye this, gudeman, gin ye 
Will still persist in what ye dee, 
In fattenin* up yer kye like me, 

Drawin' nigh death's gate, 
Ye*ll sairly rue't, an' that ye'U see, 

Whan lang ower late. 

YeVe gar't me swallow maist a year 
Oilcake, an' corn, an' steepit here, 
An' lots o' farinaceous gear, 

Until, at length, 
I grew sae fat, I cudna steer 

My ain tail's length, 

Whaun doon I clytit wi' a grane, 
I cudna raise myseP again. 
Until some Iwa three o' yer men 

Cam frae the pleuch 
Tae help me up — gudeman, ye ken. 

That's true eneuch. 



I cudna get a bucketfu' 

O' pure spring drink, but aye somehoo 

'Twas mixed into a sort o' stew, 

Wi' meal an' porter ; 
An aye my flesh the fatter grew. 

My breath aye shorter* 
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Gudeman, ye wadna like yersel', 

Were yec a coo, as I can tell, 

To be thus smored frae head to tail 

Wi' creesh unconunon, 
As I tnaim be, ere Jenny's pail 

Be heard at gloamin'. 

Had I been coo to some puir man 

Or widow, wi' a strip o' Ian', 

Wi' halesome girse to chew frae dawn 

Tae settin' sun. 
Things wadna come tae sicca stan' 

As they hae done. 

I micht hae been the mitber o' 
Some half-a-dizzen carr or so, 
Fillin' coges till they'd overflow 

Wi' pure milk bree. 
But, willawins! yer cattle show 

Has ruined me. 

Nae doot I've been a worthless coo, 
Gudeman — the mair's the shame to you] 
Be wise, an' bid nowte shows adieu, 

An' oilcake feedin' ; 
To Nature stick, an' Nature true 

Will bless thy breedin'. 
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Sic flesh as mine is only fit 

For dry-skinned pauper folk to get — 

Were Lady Loveliness to sit 

An' see me roastit', 
She'd think 'twas blubber on the spit, 

An' widna taste it. 



IK 



My lowin's ower — 'twas so in truth — 
For she was stabbed by Butcher Booth, 
Wha, for his trouble, gat, good sooth ! 

Some hunner pounds 
O' tallow 'tween her tail and mooth, 

Whilk raised his funds. 
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Wi$ ^tltxitif^ !|,$titrtt Fnjm i^t M^r«* 



From the land of bright sunrise, pomegranate and palm, 
Flora's Eden, indeed, rich in spices and balm, 
Proud-kilted and plaided, our hero returns, 
To ramble once more thro* the Scotia of Bums. 

Ah, many a foeman our gallant had faced, 
Ere the medals were won that bespangle his breast — 
Candahar and Cabul felt the weight of his sword, 
When infantry volleyed, and artillery roared. 

"War," sang old Timotheus, "is toil and a trouble," 
And honour, he sighed, "is as empty's a bubble;'* 
Alexander for conquests additional burned, 
But unlike our young hero — he never returned. 

And he has returned, scar-honoured in brow. 
As a soldier distinguished, we welcome him now. 
Ever foremost in battle, till the victory was gained- 
Britannia's tried bulwark, and Freedom's best friendi 
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But what urged him on to the deeds he had done, 
'Neath the furnace-like blaze of an Indian sun, 
Honour, glory, or conquest? — none of the three! 
'Twas the Thais he left on the Banks of the Dee. 

For he fought hard in the day's sanguine fight, 

And dreamed of her charms in the chill noon of night — 

In the morning smiled proudly, while his fond bosom yearned 

As he gazed on the golden stripes merit had earned. 

Dame Fortune, 'tis said, ever " favours the brave," 
But alas ! for their love-hopes when far o'er the wave ! 
Ere our Hero returned to his dear fatherland, 
This beauty had pledged to another her hand. 

Oh, woman ! so perverse, unkind, and untrue. 
What pangs must devoted hearts suffer thro' you ! 
As changeful as Luna, with heart zero cold, 
Tho' weak in thyself, yet deceitfully bold. 



Did our gallant young Highlander weep.'^ — no, not he ! 
He knew there were still as good fish in the sea, 
Then prest his bronz'd hand on his bright medalled chest, 
Philosophic'like muttering— " 'Tis all for the best," 
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And long may we see him in his kilt and his plaid, 
To win for himself yet some Morayland maid, 
More faithful, confiding, and more worthily prove 
To bask in the sheen of a warrior's love. 
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Tis a cosy bit biggin', wi' a "but" an' a "ben," 
Tween the Hopeman an Broch, at the Cumminston en', 
Whaur a chap on the road can get cantie an' croose, 
At Mrs Macknock iter's Hauf-Wauy-Hoose. 

'Tis a handy bit hallan to a wanderer like me, 
Wi' its back to Rosevale, an' its front to the sea ; 
There's naething I ken that's sae muckle o' use 
As Mrs Macknockiter's Hauf-Wauy-Hoose. 

Whan I train to the Broch on a Saturday noo J 

(It's only a saxpence, an' cheap aneuch too), 
I'm up ower the knowe, faith, as supple's a puss, 
To Mrs Macknockiter's Hauf-Wauy-Hoose. 

Gin yer wearied an' footsore, an* hungry forby. 
Gin the knowes gar ye pech, an' the heat mak's ye dry, 
Yer sure o' a drink, an' the leg o' a goose. 
At Mrs Macknockiter's Hauf-Wauy-Hoos^, 
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Her bannocks are gran*, Bennett's ale is the best, 
An' Longmore's Strathisla is jist tae yer taste, 
Wi' boxes o' Ettles' rare sherbet an spruce, 
At Mrs Macknockiter's Hauf-Wauy-Hoose. 

She's a splendid kail-yaird, whaur a brier bush is seen, 
For Cumminston lovers to coort roon' at e'en ; 
There's a happy gudeman, too, as brave as a Bruce,^ 
At Mrs Macknockiter's Hauf-Wauy-Hoose. 

Gin yer deep in consumption, an' yawfu' care-worn, 
An' wish tae yersel ye had never been bom, 
Faith, ye'd soon grow as fat an' as sleekit's a moose 
At Mrs Macknockiter's Hauf-Wauy-Hoose. 

'Tis the spot for the poet, whan the concave is blue, 
Wi' the ocean wave rollin' triumphant in view ; 
I cud bide maist a cent'ry, an' never feel doose. 
At Mrs Macknockiter's Hauf-Wauy-Hoose. 

But the gem o' the whole is the lady hersel', 
Sae kin' an' sae coothy, sae hearty an' hale ; 
There's naething absurd, an' there's nocht like abuse 
At Mr? Macknockiter's Hauf-Wauy-Hoose. 
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May they live lang thegither, the hostess an' host, 
Richt blythe .ower their toddy, their tea, an' their toast ; 
An' lang may it be ere my bugle blaw truce 
At Mrs Macknockiter's Hauf-Wauy-Hoose. 



t 
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Bard of Moravia, 

Who is like you? 
Thou, like the Douglas, 

" Tender and true ;" 
Stretch'd on a dying bed, 

Strangely I feel — 
For peace, and death-comfort, 

To thee 1 appeal 

Speak not of earthly things, 
Time's on the wane, 

Nigh is eternity- 
Dying is gain, 

To those who bdiei'e in 
The precepts He taught, 

In all that was holy, 
With tenderness fraught, 
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Tell me of spirit-lands— 

Lands ever fair ; 
Tell me of happy bands 

Triumphing there; 
Passed thro' the shady vale, 

Say, shall I see 
Saints and archangels. 

Waiting for me. 

Tell me of future bliss — 

Say, ere I die, 
Is there hope for a creature 

So sinful as I ? 
Life has been long and sad, 

What have I done 
To inherit the promise 

Bequeathed by the Son? 

Life's tide is fast ebbing, 

Am I one who can call 
My Lord, my Redeemer, 

My all, and in all? 
A chili's creeping o'er me — 

Thick night fallows day; — 
Bard of Moravia, 

Pray for me — pray. 
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The Bard prest his forehead, 

And looking above, 
For her words had excited 

Strong feelings of love, 
Despatched a thought-telegram, 

As under exprest — 
" Take her home to the mansions 

Prepared for the blest." 

'Twas answered immediate — 

His bright eye of faith 
Saw, darkly descending. 

The Angel of Death. 
The soul from its tenement 

Then free soar'd serene, 
'Mid the humming ethereal 

Of seraphs unseen. 
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Elginians true, tender, and loyal, 

Up and be doing your best, 
Tis long since a Stuart of the Nation 

Saint Giles with a visit hath blest. 
He comes not to fight at CuUoden, 

Nor sleep in our Thunderton Hall ; 
His mission is Peace, and to meet with 

A gl<&rious reception from all — 

Welcome, then, Prince of the Ocean, 
Chief of the Red, White, and Blue, 
The sons of Elgina are ready 






To tender their homage to you. j\ 

Evergreen arches are spanning 

Highways, and byeways, and heights, 
Gaily the banners are floating. 

And dazzling the shQ^n. Qf the lights. 
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Our Sheriffs, our Provogt, and Bailies, 

And Council, are out in their best. 
Rejoicing to know — and no wonder — 
To-night they've a Prince for a guest— 
Welcome, then, Prince of the Ocean, 
Chief of the Red, White, and Blue, 
The sons of Elgina are ready 
To tender their homage to you. 

Our brave Volunteers are all rifled — 

Moray men, loyal and true. 
Who made such a dashing appearance 

That day at Edina's Review ; 
And who now so gay and so gallant 
As Culbard, the chief they adore .'^ 
Who rides like Achilles in the vanguard, 
Where oft he has ridden before — 

Welcome, then, Prince of the Ocean, 
Chief of the Red, White, and Blue, 
The warriors of Moray are ready 
To tender their homage to you. 
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Daughters of sunny Elgina, 

Wake ye the harp and the lyre, 
And braid your bright tresses with heather, 

And don ye your gayest attire. 
Come forth in your smiles and your beauty, 

'Tis yours to enliven the scene, 
And honour the Duke of Edina, 
The son of your Empress and Queen— 
Welcome, then. Prince of the Ocean, 
Chief of the Red, White and Blue, 
The belles of Moravia are ready 
To tender their homage to you. 



Herr Noa, oh ! why art thou silent? 

Thou master of ivory and strings ; 

Scott Skinner, breast thy sweetest of fiddles, 
And give us your best Highland flings. 

Uncle Peter, where now is thy comet? 

Which none but your hardship can play ; 

Ho ! Philips, awake from thy musing. 

And sing us your liveliest lay — 

Welcome, then. Prince of the Ocean, 

Chief of the Red, White, and Blue, 

The bards of green Moray are ready 

To tender their homage to you. 



LA TESTERS POETICAL GEMS. 143 

Come on in your glory from Lossie, 

Fear not for horses nor man — 
King Edgar can handle the ribbons 

As no other Moray whip can ; 
In the Arms of the Gordons he'll pledge you, 

Fill up the cup to the brim, 
And you'll never regret having slumbered 
A night in Elgina with him. 

Welcome, then. Prince of the Ocean, 
Chief of the Red, White, and Blue, 
And the Poet will not be the last one 
To tender his homage to you. 
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Tis New-Year*s day ; I wonder why 
Some people look sae glum? 

As if John Anderson had nocht 
Of brandy, gin, and rum ; 

Or Nicol whisky, if inclin'd — 
The very best in town. 

If you would keep your spirits up, 

Then pour the spirits down. 

Tho' I*m most miserably blind. 
And poking with my staff. 

When people sympathise with me, 
I answer with a laugh. 

And IVe become, all o'er the world, 
A fellow of renown, 

Because I keep my spirits up 

By pouring spirits down* 
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Yon poor, dilapidated thing, 

With Templar's worst disease, 
Altho' he drank the Lossie dry, 

Could never feel at ease ; 
But should he bolt Kemperian wine, 

Or Bennett's blessed brown. 
He's sure to raise his spirits up 
By pouring spirits down. 

When men in business fail, as oft 

The best of men will do ; 

Whan Shirra O's dirl at the door 

To poind for debts that's due, 
Stap coothie to the Gordon Arms, 

And dunt out half-a-crown. 

For if you'd keep your spirits up, 

Then pour the spirits down. 

When friends forsake, when ye get poor — 

As sure they will at last ; j 

When lovers fondest pledges break, i 

And brightest prospects blast ; " 
When life's horizon gloomy grows, | 

And all seems darkly brown, I 

If ye would keep your spirits up. 
Then pour the spirits down. j 
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We spent a merry Christmas here, 

And we intend to spend 
This happy New- Year Day the same, 

And New- Year presents send 
To all our friends, where'er they be, 

In country and in town, 
If they will keep their spirits up 
By pouring spirits down. 



The old year's gone, and many a friend 

With it has pass'd away ; 
And forms we lov'd so well to see 

Lie mouldering in the clay. 
Why should we cherish vain regrets? 

Why puny mortals frown? — 
Let's rather keep our spirits up 
By pouring spirits down. 



"1 



Tib often says, when I get dull, 
" You'll take a drop of drink," 

Then like a sparrow on the wing, 
I fly to Jamie Wink. 

Quo' she — " You'll never want a skyte, 
As long's I count a crown, 

If you'll but keep your spirits up 

By pouring spirits down." 






LA TESTERS POETICAL GEMS. 1 47 



Wi$ ®ixltx$n Wi^iAin^ '$hwltx$ih. 



A Golden Wedding ! half-a-century's life 
Of happiness connubial, pure and precious — 
Precious alike to husband and to wife, 
With all its past and fond remembrances, 
Which but a few survive to celebrate ; 
Like those exalted ancient twain, we sing. 
Whose golden death has now dissolved. 
While peering thro' the haze of fifty years, 
Which seems but yesterday, when it is past ; 
Or than a watch by night, as saith the Gospel. 
Lo! what a host of marvellous ideas 
Awake, and pass away, and wake anew 
Before the retrospective mental eye. 
When one reflects upon the wondrous changes 
That fifty revolutions have effected 
Of terra firma round its ponderous primary 
Since that auspicious brilliant bridal mom, 
Which dawned to make a loving couple One. 
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A Golden Wedding ! in that lapse of years, 
How many myriads of the human race 
Have long been buried in eternal night — 
Forgot, unknown, unhonour'd, and unsung, 
And struggling geniuses been sacrificed ; 
Nations have warr'd with nations, and enriched 
The earth, which fed both murderers and murdered. 
Empires have fallen, whose imj^erial masters 
Have suffered ignominious dissolutions. 
And thrones affected with dry-rot have tumbled. 
To moulder into dust, as thrones must do ; 
And superstitious rites and flagrant dogmas, 
That long had held the ignorant in bondage, 
Are quietly passing into utter darkness 
Before the light of science, truth, and reason. 



A Golden Wedding ! half-a-hundred annums : 
Lo ! what a length of time of ups and downs — 
Conjugal transitory joys and sorrows — 
Have been experienced by our favoured twain 
During that period of harmonic union — 
Bearing each other's burdens with a will 
Indicative of true and pure affection, 
Struggling along thro* good and bad report, 
Upright and honest in their every dealing, 
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And exercising in their daily walk 
That more divine of virtues — self-denial ; 
So that prosperity and peace were theirs, 
The products of economy and foresight — 
Blest with a progeny who did them honour, 
Who, by rare talents, rose to high estate 
In social and in literary circles. 
Some time ago, the banquet board was spread 
With life's good things in rich abundance truly, 
And, 'mid rejoicings and congratulations 
Of relatives and friends, was celebrated 
The Fiftieth anniversary of their nuptials. 

The Golden Wedding, which we sing, and which 
Grave Destiny decreed would be their last ; 
The good old lady, ripe in righteousness, 
And hoary ripe in winters, had to drink 
The bitter cup, which all must drain alike. 
Death brings no terror to the pure in soul — 
'Tis but the vile who shrink at his approach. 
Assured of having lived a pious life, 
And useful in her day and generation. 
Her hopes were brilliant, as her end was peace — 
Smiling her last farewells to friends she loved, 
Where lines of ancient beauty still were traceable 
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In that fair face of fifty years ago ; 

Then, in an attitude of deep devotion, 

With eyes fixed heavenward, calmly passed away 

Into the El Dorado of the spirits. 

And thus the Golden Wedding was dissolved. 



And he is lonely now, the good old man, 
But as laborious at his work as ever. 
Still adding to his monogamy triumphs 
Accumulations of some threescore years ; 
No subject comes amiss to him, whose head 
Is an Encyclopedia of itself^ 
Master of every 'ology and 'ography^ 
Ethics and 'matics, 'onomys and physics ; 
'Tis wonderful the knowledge he diffuses — 
Charming us weekly with his world's history. 
And monthly with his good old Scottish Doric, 
Perused and relished both by old and young. 
May destiny prolong his useful life, 
As destiny did that of Hezekiah ; 
And distant be the day ere we or ours 
Shall bear, in sombre groups, cathedralwards 
His hoary head with honour to the grave. 
And re-united to the love, now lost, 
Enjoy a never-ending Golden Wedding. 
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(MAJOR SMITH, MINMORE.) 

ScoTT Skinner's made anither tune, 
The very dirl o't reach'd the moon. 
Till ilka lassie an' her loon 

Commenced the dance fu' frisky, O ! 
The burden o' the sang was this — 
" We never felt sic lunar bliss ; 
Anither reel, an' syne a kiss, 

Ower gude Glenlivet Whisky, O ! " 

The landlord o' the moon, quoth he, 
" Auld bricks, let's ha'e a glorious spree ; 
Hooch ! Lunar blades, why sudna' we, 

Like earth-born things, be frisky, O!" 
We'll drink Professor Blackie's health. 
An' wish him muckle Gaelic wealth. 
An' always get by groat or stealth 

The gallant Major's whisky, O ! 
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Auld Sol himsel' cam' dirlin' doon 
To see his cronies in the moon ; 
They fill'd him bung-hole foo, an' soon 

His glorious disc got dusky, O ! 
For several days he didna' rise, 
The planets grat ower his demise, 
Till yestermorn, when up, he cries — 

" Hooray! for Hielan Whisky, O!" 

The dog star whin'd a merry wake, 
Wi' Orion's belt aboot his neck, 
The Pleiades, for the Major's sake, 

For ance got jolly frisky, O ! 
The lang-tail'd comet's ever free 
That sometimes ca' on you an' me, 
Like distant Herschel, sang wi' glee, 

Glenlivet's glorious Whisky, O ! 

Ere I left Luna, the ither nicht, 
Ye may be sure, a bonny wicht, 
They sang tae me wi' a' their micht, 

Sae blythesome, bold, an' frisky, O ! 
"Lang may it reek, the Major's lum, 
An e'e-sair to teetotal scum ; 
Awa' wi' brandy, wine, an' rum — 

Sen' up the Major's whisky, O ! " 
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Oor noblest Templars, gin ye please, 
Can tak' their whack, like me, wi' ease, 
In Ettles' best, ower bread an* cheese, 

Tho' feelin't rather risky, O ! 
E'en Patrick Murphy, dacent loon, 
Wha's done sic good in ilka toon, 
Sure wadna grudge, bedad, a croon 

For good Glenlivet Whisky, O ! 

Freemasons, to the Major drink — 
We daurna speak, but we can wink, 
An', heaven be thankit, we can think, 

An', thinkin', feel richt frisky, O ! 
Lang may they thrive in stock an' store — 
Balmenach, Craggan, an' Minmore; 
An' I'll be up to ha'e a splore 

In gran' Glenlivet Whisky, O ! 
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From his storm-stern home, o*er the vast, pathless waste, 
Came the mighty Zephyrus in hurricane haste, 
Not to play with the curls of the loving and chaste, 

But onward, tornado-like, thundered — 
Uprooting pine and oak, gnarFd and gray, 
Lashing to madness the bosom of Tay, 
Girders and arches all sweeping away. 

Where perish'd the ill-fated hundr'd. 

Puffing and snorting the iron-horse darts, 

While the soul of the driver half sinks as he starts. 

Bearing away loving hearts to meet hearts 

That distance and time had long sundr'd — 
Steaming to death, as the hurricane raves, 
Deep down in the valley of waters, their graves — 
A Hash, and a crash, and a splash, and the waves 

{loll over the ill-fated hundred. 
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Wild is the wail of the many bereav'd — 
Groaning and grieving as mortals ne'er griev'd, 
And gone the grand structure that genius achiev'd, 

At which all the world had wonder'd ; 
Nought reck they now, as they rock to and fro — 
Cylinder-cofifin'd in the waters below ; — 
Who can tell what they felt in that moment of woe, 
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j As down dash'd the ill-fated hundr'd? I 

I i 

I Such a tempest the living can never ignore — 1 



Death and disaster behind and before — ^ 

" Tirlin' the kirks" in its terrible roar, !» 

And the domes of their leaden roof plundr'd ; 
Careering in madness — completing its rage 'i 

On the Bridge of the Tay — the pride of the age, .ti 

Which with horror we'll read in art-history's page, 

Where perished the ill-foted hundr'd ! 
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In Maxwell's woods, one beautiful day, 

With minstrel music ringing, 
A turtle dove, on a myrtle spray, 

Its noon-tide h>'Tnn was singing. 

Many years ago that beautiful dove 
Winged its way o'er the western billow, 

With the golden ring of an early love 
To lay on that loved one's pillow. 

And ypars rolled on, fraught with pang and pain. 

And many a sad heart burning. 
And ever I looked, though I looked in vain, 

For that beautiful dove's returning. 

And hope deferred made my lone heart sick 

With many a dark repining, 
Till I found myself that sultry week 

'fT^ath that myrtle bough reclining. 
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"Bard of the North,** coo'd that gentle dove, 

Oh I weary has been my winging ; 
I come from the West, from thine own dead love, 

These doleful tidings bringing. 

" In the prairie wild the Indian maid 

Her requiem is repeating,** , 
Then my heart, at the words which the turtle said, 

Refused its faithful beating. 

Oh ! dove, shall I ne'er, in this world of sighs, 

Behold that face so smiling. 
Nor bask in the sheen of those hazel eyes, 

My every care beguiling? 

Nor list to that Sappho voice so dear. 

My inmost soul enthralling, 
Whose tones fell as soft on my ravished ear 

As dews on a moss-rose falling? 

And the turtle dove flapped its gorgeous wings. 

So wearied with distant flying, 
And before me then dropped the golden ring, 

A token of love undying. 
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Sweet turtle dove, to my fate I bow — 

A fate that the good call cruel — 
From my hope's diadem-— ah ! is torn now, 

Its rarest and richest jewel. 

" Bard of the North," coo'd the dove to me, 

Refrain from thy sore repining ; 
From her own dead hand comes the gem to thee, 

Untarnished, bright, and shining. 

And in Maxwell's woods she bade me say — 
Oh ! grand are the glories that wait thee ; 

And like morning mists they shall soon pass away. 
The woes that have long beset thee. 



In the far, far west thou wilt find a home. 
With peace, name, fame, and honour ; 

And thy pall shall be, when that time shall come. 
Her world-famed star-spangled banner. 

Oh 1 ever-green be the Maxwell woods. 
And lithe be young Love's sweet wooing, 

For 'twill cheer me now in my gloomiest moods, 
Fair turtle dove, thy cooing. 
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Erato, my darling muse, from thee 
I part in my deep, deep sorrow. 

For "PU hang my harp on a willow tree," 
With my last adieu to Moray. 







l6o LA TESTE'S POETICAL GEMS. 



^am$«i for Iam$« ^a^f xtf %i[$. 



Wail wildly the coronach, pipers of Mar ! 
Dark, dark is the cloud that o'erspreads Lochnagar ! 
Proud clansmen of Fife, in deep sorrow deplore, 
The Lord of your hearts, James the Fifth, is no more ! 

'Twas only but lately his birthday we sung. 

Amid the rejoicings of ancients and young, 

Whose hearts leaped with joy as they fervently prayed — 

" Long life to the Earl," and the Earl is dead. 

The tenantry's idol — the patron of art, 
Adored by the poor for his goodness of heart ; 
The god of the household, their love and their light, 
The redresser of wrong and supporter of right. 

Moray, mourn, deeply mourn, o'er thy face hangs a gloom, 
For thy Lord, who to-day passes into the tomb ; 
Weep, Innes, noble Innes, no more shall his feet 
Tread lightly the sward and each favourite retreat* 
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Banff, beautiful Banff, be thou solemn to-day, 
Let the banner of mourning float over the bay ; 
Heave a sigh to his memory, restra in not a tear, 
For the lieges of Banff to his Lordship were dear. 

A more noble name in the Peerage ne'er blazed 
Than that of the Earl, which may now be erazed, 
And the coronet descend to one worthy of him, 
While we pray that its lustre may never grow dim. 

No elaborate epitaph is requisite here, 

His memory to men yet to come will be dear ; 

And perchance they may read, as they kneel at his shrine, 

^^Here rests J antes the Good^ and theffth of his lituP 

Wail wildly the coronach, pipers of Mar, 

Dark, dark is the mantle that shrouds Lochnagar! 

Proud clansmen of Fife, in deep sorrow deplore 

The Lord whom you loved, James the Good, is ho more ! 
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Ho ! John, my boy, a saum o' joy 

We'll up an' baith be chantin' ; 
To Badenoch soon we'll train, my loon, 

Whaur we'll get gran' gallantin'. 
Macpherson's men, in glack an' glen. 

In hut,. in ha' and steadin'. 
Are a' gaun mad wi' glee to baud 

Their Chieftain's Gowden Weddin'. 
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'Tis gran' to sing s^n' haply string 

Some dizen cheerfu' verses, Ji 

Instead o' deaths and midnicht wraiths, 

Wi' danglin* dark-plum'd hearses. 
A theme like this, sae fraucht wi' bliss, 

Tho' whiles wi' sorrow laden, 
Exalts, endears, enchants and cheers. 

Like Clun/s Gowden WeddiQ'. 
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Ho ! Ciuny clan, up to a man — 

Awake, ye rosy dreamers ; 
Kingussie folk, as firm's a rock, 

Unfurl yer twa-cat streamers — 
The twentieth dawns ower snaw-wreath'd lan's, 

Then don yer hame-spun plaidin'. 
Ah' warmly hail, tho' freezin' snell, 

Your Chieftain's Gowden Weddin'. 

The tankard toom, while cannon boom, 

An' soon' the pibroch early, 
Through glen an' hill, wi' sicca thri 11, 

Till a' the kwintra ferly. 
Ye martial corps, on Laggan's shore, 

Be ready for paradin'. 
An' wish yer Chief all else save grief. 

On this his Gowden Weddin'. 

Ye ghillie blades, in kilts an' plaids, 

Huge piles of pine be raisin' ; 
An' when the sky bids Sol good-bye, 

Set a' yer bonfires blazin'. 
Good butler Mac. the wines unpack. 

The festive board be.spreadin' ; 
An' age an' youth enjoy, good sooth, 

This gracious Gowden Weddin*. 
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Ho ! John, my boy, a saum o' joy 

Let's lustily be singin', 
Till far an' near, through Badenoch dear, 

Its chorus will be ringin' ; 
An' ye shall dance a reel for ance, 

Wi' some bricht Badenoch maiden, 
An' wish the Laird may yet be spared 

To see his Diamond Weddin'. 
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(C. N.) 

In fourscore ripe, like Autumn's golden wheat- 
Precious to man, as souls to God are precious- 
She passed away — the genial, grand old lady, 
From mortal to immortal, loved and honoured 
By all who knew and valued sterling worth. 

Death is no favourite theme of mine, 'tis true ; 
But yet, one feels a luxury in singing 
The dissolution of the aged good, 
After a lengthened lease of life, descending 
With honour to the grave, benigpily placid ; — 
E'en like a Lammas sun's serene declension 
Beneath a bank of rich vermilion clouds, 
As twilight darker grows, and ze{>hyrs sighr 
So passed away my friend of eighty years — 
The friend of generations long defunct ; — 
The friend, as well, to those of modem day. 
Whose generous hospitality to all, 
In years gone by, became a household word. 
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Blest with an equanimity of temper 
And happy disposition — seldom found 
*Mong weaker vessels — she endeared herself 
To all who could appreciate such rare virtues. 

"Work while 'tis day " was still her Christ-like maxim ; 

For honest industry, whatever the calling, 

Will ultimately bring its own reward; 

And it brought hers, e'en with a double blessing, 

To cheer and solace life, as age crept on. 

" Her end was Peace " — most beautiful in death ; 
For fair grandchildren wept her soul to heaven. 
No dread of dark futurity was hers : 
Her faith and hope being based upon the Rock — 
The Rock of Ages, which no storm can rend. 

Mine eye the tear-drop laves e'en as I write 
These simple lines, yet truthful, to her memory; 
For she was ever, ever kind to me, 
And those of mine, long mouldering in the clay. 
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Welcome, thou fairest of widows, 

Welcome as buds to the bee, 
Welcome as dawn to the sailor, 

Night-toss'd on a terrible sea. 
Welcome as dew-drops in sunmier 

To the sun-redden'd, daisy-clad lea. 

Away let me bear thee in triumph, 
Like the chief and his Araby maid, 

To the bower in the dear distant greenwood 
That circles the crystal cascade — 

Where the vespers of warblers will charm thee, 
Wrapt in the folds of my plaid. 

Why wilt thou sorrow for ever. 
Breaking that heart in thy breast? — 

Hast thou not a smile for another 
Who'd woo thee, and soothe thee to rest? 

Every "cloud has its lining of silver," 
Then smile on thy Chief and be blest. 
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Be not a Niobe nor Rachel, 

Wearily, wildly to pine ; 
Raise the lids from those orbs so seraphic, 

That they may be mirrored in mine. 
No more shalt thou weep 'neath the cypress — 

The rose and the myrtle be thine. 

If aught would induce thee to wander 
Beneath the bright star-studded blue, 

Then press thou thy palm on my bosom, 
And feel how 'tis throbbing for you — 

Like ^hat of the Douglas to Mary, 
A heart ever " tender and true." 

Thy cheek, that was once erubescent, 
Shall blush as the rose in the rain ; 

And thine eye, partly clouded by sorrow, 
Shall gleam in its glory again. 

Away let me bear thee in triumph 
To the bower near the broom-tassell'd lane. 

She laid her pale cheek on his bosom, 

Pale tho' it was, yet divine. 
And her smile was the smile of Erato, 

The beautiful lov*d of the Nine ; 
And I wish'd, as they passed from my vision. 

That such a fair widow were mine. 
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Tis early — and rich is the ray of Aurora, 

Streaking with crimson the bay's wavy breast, 
And Luna, receding, bids a happy good morrow 

To mortals asleep, ere she sinks in the west. 
From his couch in the east rises, gorgeous and glowing, 

The light of the world, and the transport of man, 
•While centres of systems their exit are bowing 
To beautiful Venus, still brilliant at dawn. 
Star of the morning, in silvery lightness, 

Through the blue ether pursuing thy way. 
Linger a while in thy beauty and brightness, 
And smile, Queen of Love, on our bridal to-day. 

Merrily, merrily the minstrels are singing, 
And Lossie is gurgling a lay of her own ; 

The coo of the dove thro* the Oakwood is ringing. 
And the breeze in my ear has a musical tone ; 

AU nature in ecstacy welcomes the mom 
Wb^n twQ loving hearty wjU be iQQul4^d in one ^ 
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And wishes of joy heavenward will be borne 
On the pinions of angels this beautiful dawn. 
Star of the morning, in silvery lightness, 

Through the blue ether pursuing thy way, 
Linger a while in thy beauty and brightness, 
And smile, darling Queen, on our bridal to-day. 

Ho ! slumbering bridesmaids, awake from your dreaming, 

The dewdrops are fading— the day-spring is near — 
The starlights of heaven have extinguished their gleaming, 

And even the goddess will soon disappear. 
Then wave back the curls from your seraphim faces, 

The bride of Kintrea your devotedness claims. 
With white heath come braid her luxuriant tresses, 
And twine round her brow a tiara of gems. 
Star of the morning, in silver lightness, 

Through the blue fether pursuing thy way. 
Linger a while in thy beauty and brightness. 
And smile, lovely Queen, on our bridal to-day. 

Fill, then, the wine-cup with Medoc and sherry. 
And, while we inhale orange-blossom perfumes, 

With a will and one heart let us drink and be merry. 
To the fairest of brides and the best of bridegrooms ! 

May they be happy in mutual communion, 
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Journeying onwards thro' life's rugged road ; 
And in far distant years still rejoice in their union, 
Approved of by mortal, and hallowed by God. 
Star of the mom — in the studded arena — 

Through the blue ether pursuing thy way, 
Smile, ever smile on the flower of Elgina, 
The sunshine and hope of the House of Kintrea. 




173 LA TESTE'S POETICAL GEMS. 



Wit ^nbh^ txf llnffteutn^ 



i**- 



(to viscount MACDUFF, M.P., ON THIS THE MORNING OF HIS 

TWENTY-NINETH BIRTHDAY.) 

Need we repeat what has been sung 
By Moray minstrels, heaven-aspiring ; 

What shall we say of one so young — 
Withal so modest and retiring, 

As he expressed, with much delight, 

*Mid Dufftown's belles, the other nigl^t? 

Yet, nevertheless we must be bold. 

We, ladies of the mount and valley, 
Altho', perchance, we cannot mould 

A birthday ode like grave Macaulay. 
Or BjTon, Bums, or Tommy Moore, 

Pritani\ia's noblest, greatest fout-f 
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Then, be it on Zephyrus borne, 

That all in Banffshire may remember 
This is indeed the natal morn, 

The surly 8lh of bleak November, 
Of him — son of a noble sire — 
Whom ladies love and all adniire. 

* 

Then hail ! rude mom, that usher'd in 

One worthy of such admiration, 
Whose aim through life has been to win 

An honourable reputation, 
Which he has won, as one of parts. 
And won as well a thousand hearts. 

This, ladies, being his natal day, 

What shall we send him? — something flowery! 
And wish &im, too, as well we may, 

A Peeress with a Princess' dowry, 
Though well we know MacdufTs of old 
Wed all for love, and not for gold. 

Long life and love without a sigh. 

Be his as mom succeedeth morrow. 
Nor tear-drop ever dim his eye, 

Save when he hears some tale of sorrow ; 
And all be blest and proud enough 
Who don the tartan of Macduff. 
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(CHARLOTTE MACLEAN SHEPHERD.) 

NiNETY-AND-TWO ! Lo ! what a length of time 

For one to sojourn in this vale of tears !— 

Another test of Morayland longevity, 

As seen in her, the subject of our dirge — 

The venerable lady, whom to-day 

The old Cathedral's hallowed ground receives. 

Another link (and few remain), which bound 
The past and present century, is sever'd ; 
And during that long period of existence, 
To which but few attain, what great events. 
What mighty changes in the world's history. 
Both physical and moral, have transpired 
Within that space of nigh a hundred years ! 
What revolutions and red wars have delug'd 
With gore the vernal earth's prolific bosom ! 
What dynasties have totter'd to decay, 
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And, in their stead, as tottering have arisen ! 

What monster strides progression, science and art, 

And education, secular and religious, 

Have made from time to time ! and, strange to think, 

With all our so-called Gospel light diffus'd, 

Man's thirst for blood and power, and pomp and empire, 

Goes hand-in-hand, as rampant as it did 

In the Dark Ages of the world^s history. 

Ninety-and-two ! Lo ! what a theme for those 

With well-develop'd faculties reflective. 

Who love to revel in the misty past, 

And light anew the light of days long faded — 

Who feel an inexpressible delight 

In wandering back, until the mind at last 

Succumbs in grappling with the Great First Cause ! 

Go back some ninety years, ye rich possessors 

Of thinking minds, and ask yourselves the question : — 

The living myriads of her guileless girlhood 

Who peopled then both Continent and Island, 

In all the pride of youth and bloom of beauty. 

Where are they now? — back to originality, 

Fibre to gaseous substance, bone to lime ; 

And generation after generation 

Have, by the Broom of Death, been swept away, 
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While she survived almost a century's wreck, 
Enjoying to the last, uninterrupted, 
That physical and moral health which are 
The fruitage of a long and well-spent life. 

Benign in smile and word — complacent ever — 
Her life throughout was more of joy than sorrow ; 
In manner and in mien majestic truly. 
Indicative of nobleness of soul 
As well as birth ; for she by birth was noble. 
And gave unto the world a noble offspring. 

Death had no sting for her — the grave no victory ; 
Affection's voice her latest sufferings soothed ; 
His hand her pillow smoothed and closed her eye- 
Clammy and dim with dissolution's moist ; 
And, in the presence of the one most loved, 
Her gentle spirit — child-like, placid— passed 
Into the Spirit- Land, by spirits borne. 
Thus died my ancient friend of forty years. 
In death majestic as she was in life — 
Gone to the grave, in years and virtues ripe, 
Revered, regretted, honoured, loved, and — sung. 
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(In reference to the donation of £1000 from John Grigor^ Esq.y 

Forres^ to Grafs Hospital^ Elgin,) 

Text. — " He that despiseth his neighbour sinneth ; but he who hath mercy 

on the poor, happy is he." 

Hail ! Charity ! fair Empress of all virtues, 
Genial and placid as a summer morn, 
Benignly smiling on, and new hopes waking 
In, those who are thine own peculiar care. 
Nestling in bosoms of the philanthropic, 
And even in those of frigid money-grubbers, 
And, with appealing eye, winning wealth for those 
Dejected and distressed afflicted ones 
In glorious institutions such as this. 
Selfish is Love. True Charity is not. 
Love aggrandizes. Charity bestows 
With liberal hand and with a feeling heart. 
Her motto is the grandest of all mottoes :-^ 
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" *Tis better far to give than to receive." 

What sayeth the; Man of Wisdom? — "He who hath 

And hideth it, shall ultimately want ; 

But he who hath and giveth to the poor, 

His riches shall increase a thousand fold." 

There's nought can give the philanthropic muse 

So much delight as sing of good men's deeds, 

Which we experienced but the other day 

From one who mercy hath upon the poor ; — 

" Happy is he," indulging in to-day 

Those sweet reflections which make glad the souls 

Of noble-hearted men, in having done 

A generous deed — an heirloom to posterity — 

To those whose poverty requires such aid. 

The thousands who have reap'd rich benefits 
From Gray's Infirmary — the G^m of Moray — 
Must now, as I do, feel more than grateful 
To him, the donor of the handsome gift : — 
Happy is he, and may he realize. 
While still on earth, the fullness of the text ; 
And when I AM at last shall call him hence^ 
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We pray the hoary head may downward go 
In peace and honour to an honor'd grave ; — 
Yet not to be forgotten ; for his name 
Shall live thro' generations yet unborn : 
A good man's memory liveth in his works. 
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John Anderson, my jo, John, 

'Tis fifty years to-day 
Sin' first yer sign appeared, John, 

Aboon the door to say — 
That famous wine ye vendit, John, 

An' eke the best o' tea ; 
An' noo, wi' a' the honours, John, 

We'll baud yer jubilee. 

John Anderson, my jo, John, 

Sin' ye commenced the trade, 
Ye've seen some ups an' doons, John, 

Thae fifty years by-sped ; — 
Some gane tae wrack an' ruin, John — 

The greai grow men o' straw — 
An' §ome, by wiles dishonest, John^ 

Hae risen but tae fa% 
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John Anderson, my jo, John, 

Sin' fifty years ago, « 

What changes ye hae seen, John, 

An' mony a head laCid low, 
An' dear freens o' yer youth^ John, 

Those langsyne social bands, 
Wha may hae trod the warl', John, 

Tae die in distant lands. 

John Anderson, my jo, John, 

An' still ye fill the place 
Ye've filled for half-a-cent'ry, John, 

A monument o' grace ; — 
By fair an' honest dealin', John, 

Wi' perseverance bold. 
An' hamely thrift ye hae, John, 

Achieved the jank ye hold. 

John Anderson, my jo, John, 

My sang shall always be 
The sang o' mony a ane, John, 

On this, yer jubilee : 
Lang may ye weigh awa, John, 

While warstlin' doon the brae, 
Wi' that auld smile we lo'e, John, 

Although yer pow be grey. 
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John Anderson, my jo, John, 

Lang may ye hirple roon 
Yer blocks o' weel-won biggins, John, 

A credit tae the toon ; 
.An' this hame-spun well end, John, 

As we've aft done before — 
Yer health, wi' a' the honours, John, 

In creamy Cragganmore. 
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Could there be aught more noble than to see 

A noble craft launch'd in a noble river, 

FuU-rigg'd and manned, with many a banner floating 

From fore and aft, 'mid-ships and cordag'd mast, 

Like daisies strung by hands of innocence — 

The acclamations of admiring crowds, 

As some fair hand the sky-blue ribbon grasps 

Which dangles from the bowsprit, and to which 

Is firmly attached the christening element? 

A moment of excitement o'er, and then 

Crash goes the crystal ! and the purple liquid 

Gives being, as it were, to mast and hull 

Gently at first begins her short career — 

Not very long, 'tis true, but quicker as 

She nears the water-edge, as if impatient 

To revel in the elements for which 

The ingenuity of man had formed her. 



1 84 LA TESTERS POETICAL GEMS. 

And so it was, the other day, in ][Cingston, 
With Lord Reidhaven, good Duncan's handiwork — 
Perfect in symmetry from stem to stern. 
And, like a bride, gay in Britannia's flags. 
With gallant crew, and Runcie at their head, 
She glided Speywards down her slippery path^ 
And took the water like a new-hatch'd swan. 
Amid triumphant cheers and waving cambric. 
What need I say— success to Lord Reidhaven, 
Where'er her tars may brave the winds and waves, 
And gallant Runcie bring to Thompson wealth 
(A salt who never fear'd the saltest water). 
And Cullen's commerce year by year increase, 
And Kingston yet become a second Clyde ! 
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(GEORGE KYNOCH, KEITH.) 

Beneath, in Death's deep slumber, lowly lies 

Keith's greatest, noblest philanthropic son. 
Who made the burgh to distinction rise. 

And for the same a prosperous future won : — 
Kynoch the Good, whose earthly course is run, 

Was God's own work in nobleness of mind. 
That which he did was well and wisely done : 

His aim-in-chief— the welfare of mankind ; 

.And Keith wails wildly o'er his ashes here consigned 

The works of good men praise them after death ; 

And Keith will ne'er forget her patriarch grand. 
Bright are our hopes of him, and broad our faith, 

Knowing and believing in the spirit-land 
His heaven-bom soul exults amidst the baiid 

Who bore that soul in triumph to their shore. 
Tho' we will never grasp that cordial hand, 

Nor see him smile, nor hear his accents more. 

Within PUT hearts h^'ll live, as he long lived before, 
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His sorrowing partner here will lonely sigh ; 

And sons and daughters, love's last tribute, lave, 
While hundreds of his working-ones will hie 

To moisten with a tear the master's grave. 
And fair young hands will rear rare flowers to wave 

Above their chief, when summer breezes blow : — 
They knew, and felt, he had the will to save 

The sick and hopeless in their hour of woe : 

None was so lov'd as he, who rests in peace below. 
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(THE LATE CAPTAIN E. S. COOKE.) 

"Warriors and Chiefs!" though the hurricane raves, 
Bear him aloft to the silence of graves — 
The howl of the tempest will reac^ not the ear 
Of your brother in arms, now at rest on his bier. 

Sudden and sad was his call to depart 
From the place of his birth and the home of his heart — 
Where his boyhood was spent, ere he travelled afar, 
To win a fair fame in the annals of war. 

But to Fate e'en the lions of battles must bow — 
Divided by oceans and continents now 
From the bride of his youth, in her Indian tomb, 
And the braves whom he led, to lament o'er his doom. 

But, sudden and sadder, amid sighing and tears. 
Burst the tidings of death on the orphan ones' ears ; — 
Father and mother gone — never again 
To smile p'^r and fondle their beautiful twain. 
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"Warriors and Chiefs," brothers, bandsmen, and all, 
Bear him away to the "Dead March in 'Saul;'" 
Nought cares the chief for the storm that's abroad— 
The soul of the soldier is safe with its God. 

Steady, men, steady! the volleys prepare! 

Calmly he'll sleep in his Morayland lair ; — 

'Tis finished 'mid snowdrift ; and strange, at the last. 

The firmament brightens, and the storm-king has passed. 

The omen is good to the loving bereaved, 
The soul of the warrior its goal has achieved, 
Welcomed by her whom on earth he adored, 
For ever to bask in the light of the Lord. 



^ 
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(RESPECTFULLY INSCRIBED TO PROFESSOR ARGYLE 

RQBERTSON.) 

Rejoice, ye blind, 'tis May-mom now, 
'And bright the source of light is beaming, 

Illuming park and Pentland brow. 
O'er the brOad Forth and ocean streaming, 

Gilding dew-gemmed banks and braes, 

Where Lothian herds pacific graze. 

Although we cannot see the herds, 
Nor mark the sun's vermilion dotting, 

'Tis sweet to hear the song of birds 
Far o'er Edina's meadows floating, 

Soul-soothing mortals such as we 

Benighted oneS) who cannot see. 
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Dead to the world of light, and dead 

To all the colours of the iris, 
To Flora's beauties richly spread, 

To cloud and sky God made to cheer us — 
To all external things save sound, 
Poor human cumberers of the ground. 

Such thoughts as these of endless night 
Oft drive the soul to desperation ; 

Yet darkness brings its own delight 
In wrapt and holy contemplation ; 

And mental visions clearer trace 

The glories of infinite space. 

In ancient days the hand Divine 
Alone restored the shrouded vision ; 

But science, all-powerful and benign, 
Combined with skill and prompt decision, 

Now gives to thousands priceless light 
. Who walked for years through pathless night. 

Then, while through Erebus we grope, 
Let us forego all these repinings ; 

Where there is life there's always hope— 
The darkest clouds have silver linings i 

Have faith, and be of goodly cheer — 

Argyle is all-sufficient here. 
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And Faith and Hope are graces which 
The blind especially should cherish ; — 

Light once regained, we're more than rich, 
For light will last when riches perish ; 

Though dark the setting sun to-night, 

The mom may bring us living light. 

No Jeremiah bard am I, 

Producing dirge-like lays of sadness, 
Nor shall my verse make others sigh ; — 

My forte is warbling songs of gladness 
To cheer the blind, and bid them wait 
A better turn in winding fate. 

Though no miraculous pool be ours. 
Like that of Judah's sons and daughters, 

Nor angel haste with healing powers 
To trouble with his wings the waters, 

Still we that angel now possess 

In one who cures, and with success. 

Be joyful, then, ye dull and dim. 

With optics more or less deficient ; 
Think not ye are overlooked by Him 

Whose eye we know is all omniscient : 
If sparrows be His special care," 
How much more you, then— why despair? 
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